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FOREWORD 


Every war has produced its heroes and written its 
stories. The far-flung conflict of our time is unique in 
that modern means of transportation and communica- 
tion and modern styles of news-writing have made pos- 
sible vivid, personalized, “on the spot” records, which 
come to us with a speed hitherto unknown. We can go 
behind the scenes, so to speak. We can taste danger and 
hardship, trials and triumphs. We can see men and ma- 
chines in action. We can learn again the meaning of indi- 
vidual daring, кюзде, perseverance, ingenuity, and real 
teamwork. 

The purpose of this collection is to preserve 5 some of 
these stories as sources of pride and patriotism. The selec- 
tions included have been chosen chiefly for their story 
interest and variety. Many of them come from the fight- 
ing fronts all over the world. None of them, to my 
knowledge, was written before 1942. 

A large number of the stories are about planes—the 
bombing of Japanese ships in the Pacific, dog-fighting in 
the skies of China with the famous Flying Tigers, the 
first spectacular flight over Tokyo, the organization of a 
large-scale bombing raid. Here are the experiences of 
dropping through the skies by parachute, of night fighting, 
of a ferry pilot’s encounter with a tornado, of a wounded 
R.A.F. pilot, of what it feels like to be dive-bombed by 
Stukas. But we have not permitted planes entirely to 
steal the show. Here, too, are stories of submarine warfare, 
of gallant ground fighting, of the daring deeds of the 
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Commandos, of tank-testing, and stories from the home 
front of production and of scrap. As the very nature of 
the conflict requires, some of these stories are of other 
nations which are joined with us in this global war to 
preserve man’s freedom. 

It has seemed important to save the individuality and 
intensity of these stories. Editing, therefore, has been 
confined to certain omissions, to a few changes of vocabu- 
lary, and to introductions, 

I wish again to express my gratitude to those indi- 
viduals and organizations whose permission to use their 
material has made this book possible; likewise to Time 
magazine, which proved a valuable reference in writing 
several of the introductions. 

MARIAN RHOADS 
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FROM PRESIDENT FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT'S 
WAR MESSAGE TO THE CONGRESS OF THE UNITED STATES 
MONDAY, DECEMBER 8, 1941 


Yesterday, December 7, 1941—а date which will live 
in infamy—the United States of America was suddenly 
and deliberately attacked by naval and air forces of the 
Empire of Japan. ... Always will our whole nation re- 
member the character of the onslaught against us. . . 
No matter how long it may take us to overcome this 
premeditated invasion, the American people in their 
righteous might will win through to absolute victory. . . . 
We will not only defend ourselves to the uttermost but 
will make it very certain that this form of treachery shall 
never again endanger us. . . . We will gain the inevitable 
triumph—so help us God. I ask that the Congress declare 
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SECRET MISSION TO NORTH AFRICA 
Excerpt from a broadcast by Lowell Thomas* 


On November 8, 1942, a “powerful American force” sup- 
ported by British sea and air forces landed on the Atlantic and 
Mediterranean coasts of French Africa. Its purpose was to 
prevent action in that part of the world by the aggressor nations 
and to aid Russia. The entire undertaking was under the high 
command of an American, Lieutenant General Dwight Eisen- 
hower of the United States Army. Within a week President 
Roosevelt sent a message of congratulations to General Eisen- 
hower and to every member of his command for “the highly 
successful accomplishment of a most difficult task.” The 
African operations involved the transportation of thousands of 
troops through enemy-infested waters. Preceding them was a 
vast amount of planning, of training of troops, and of diplo- 
macy. As the hour for the action drew near one more task 
remained—someone had to go to North Africa to establish 
firsthand. contacts with pro-Allied sympathizers and to obtain 
vital military information. Here is that epic story, “an adven- 
ture story of war and high politics,” as told by Lowell Thomas. 


While the American offensive was in process of secret 
preparation, a group of high French officers in North 
Africa made a pretty good guess of what was coming. 
Though in the service of the Vichy Government, they were 
anti-Nazi and secretly favored the cause of the United 
Nations. Among them were representatives of General 


*Excerpt from Lowell Thomas’s broadcast, November 12, 1942, 
Used with the permission of the author. 


3 


Giraud, the famous French Commander who escaped 
from Nazi Germany. Giraud in Vichy-controlled France 
wanted to join in some action against the Nazis and 
through representatives in Africa he was inquiring about 
the possibilities, 

The group of patriotic Frenchmen got in touch with 
American representatives, and suggested that an Ameri- 
can general be sent secretly to meet them at Algiers—an 
undercover mission. This word was transmitted to the 
War Department in Washington where it was okayed. 

As the General to lead the undercover mission, the War 
Department selected Major General Mark W. Clark— 

: forty-six years old, slim and sharp eyed, an able soldier 
and an astute diplomat. In underground contact with the 
French officers whom they were to meet, General Clark 
arranged a trip that would make the thrills of a mystery 
novel seem pale. Much of the story of how they went is a 
military secret. Today, in North Africa, General Clark 
said, “I used planes, trains, ships, submarines, canoes, 
automobiles—and everything but mules.” 

The melodramatic high spot came when they finally 
made their way to Algiers—and here we are reminded of 
the immortal Paul Revere, who caught the signal of a 
light from a church tower. It had been arranged that 
when they got to a certain point along the Algerian coast, 
they would get a signal in the form of a light in the 
window of a house. 

When they arrived on a pre-arranged night, however, 
the light was not there. What was wrong? General 
Clark and his companions were afraid they had been led 
into a trap. But they waited until the next night, kept 
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in hiding, subsisting on the food they had brought with 
them. Late the next night, as they kept their eyes glued 
on the house—a flash suddenly pierced the darkness, a 
light in a window. They went to the place, which was 
in almost complete darkness except for the signal. A man 
greeted them, the owner of the house. He told them that 
to preserve secrecy he had sent his wife away—also his 
Arab servants, giving them a few days off. 

The Americans were led inside. “The house,” General 
Clark related today, “was filled with French military 
officers in uniform—although they had come to the place 
in civilian clothes.” Meaning they had journeyed to the 
rendezvous in civilian clothes for secrecy, but wore their 
uniforms during the conference to give it a more official 
status. 

“We conferred all day and all night, until we had 
gathered all the information we wanted,” says General 
Clark. They gathered plenty. The French officers agreed 
to collaborate with the forthcoming American offensive. 
They gave to the Americans complete plans of all French 
military installations in North Africa, the disposition of 
troops, the type of equipment and garrisons, and data on 
what French leaders could be counted on as friendly. 
They even made an arrangement to have the airfields 
outside Algiers delivered over to General Jimmy Doo- 
little’s air force, when the offerisive began. An agreement 
was made with representatives of General Giraud. Today, 
at the War Department in Washington, the following was 
stated: “In this conference, Clark opened negotiations 
which brought about the collaboration of Giraud with 
the United Nations.” 
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Adding it all up—the secret mission headed by General 
Clark laid all the important ground work for the invasion 
of French North Africa. 

The conference a complete success—there was a break 
of bad luck that nearly resulted in the ruin of everything, 
The secret meeting was nearly discovered—the Americans 
were within a hair’s breadth of being detected and 
arrested by the Vichy authorities. 

The Arab servants who had been given several days 
off grew suspicious. They went to the Vichy police and 
gave them the tip. The conference was just being com- 
pleted, when word came—the police were on their way. 
Luckily, there were anti-Nazi elements among the police 
—and they sent the warning. 

“I never saw such excitement in my life,” General 
Clark laughed today. “Maps disappeared like lightning. 
A French General in military uniform changed into civil- 
ian clothes in one minute flat. I last saw him going out of 
a window. They were going in all directions.” 

General Clark and his group of Americans gathered 
their papers and equipment—the vital information that 
had been given to them. And they ducked down into an 
empty wine cellar. Hiding there, they could hear the 
arrival of the police, and the talk between the Vichy 
henchmen and the owner of the house. 

As they crouched in the darkness, one of the officers 
was seized with an almost uncontrollable desire to cough. 
“I am afraid,” he whispered, “that if I hold this cough 
back any longer, I am going to choke to death.” 

They expected that at any minute the police would 
come down into the cellar. General Clark crouched with 
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his revolver in his hand. “If the police came down, I 
was undecided whether to shoot them or bribe them. 
I had fifteen thousand francs in my pocket.” But the 
Vichy police did not think about the cellar, and after 
hanging around for an hour, they left. So now the 
Americans were able to be on their way. They had ac- 
complished their mission, had got the goods. They went 
down to the shore where boats awaited them—got aboard 
and started away from the shore. But the boats upset, and 
they were thrown into the water. General Clark lost his 
pants, and the others lost their clothes, but that wasn’t all. 
"I lost some eighteen thousand dollars in gold," the 
General said. And he laughed: "I wonder if Morgenthau 
will get after me for that." 

But they managed to save their papers—the invaluable 
data for the great offensive. They got ashore and, in their 
under-clothing, hid all day in a patch of woods, cold and 
shivering. At length, anti-Nazi agents got in touch with 
them, and they were taken out of North Africa—to report 
what they had accomplished. 

Lieutenant General Eisenhower stated today, "The 
fact that land resistance was not terrifically great any- 
where and that we did not have to land any place where 
opposition was great—testifies to the success of the Clark 
mission.” And General Eisenhower added, "It was a 
modern message to Garcia." 

And today President Roosevelt promoted Major Gen- 
eral Clark to the rank of Lieutenant General! 


PARACHUTING WITH THE SUPER- 
COMMANDOS 
By Gordon Gaskill. By cable from Cairo’ 


N lin © 

A lowly Scottish subaltern was sent to the Middle East with 
the famous Commandos. One day he had an idea. From the 
Commandos he wanted to choose an even more carefully 
picked group and organize them into a small, supertrained 
band, capable of going anywhere, even by parachute, and doing 
anything. His idea met with approval, and today he is one of 
the youngest majors in the British Army. For a long time mili- 
tary censorship kept the activities of the paratroops veiled. 
Then the capture of one of their planes with some of these 
Super-Commandos and all the equipment which the wounded 
men were unable to destroy gave away their secret to the Ger- 
mans. Mr. Gaskill tells us some of their adventures and gives 
us an idea of what it is like to parachute from a plane, Later 
you will read another story, “The Fighting-est Outfit in the 
British Army—The Commandos.” Both these stories about 
British Commandos show that the United States Rangers and 
the Junior Commandos of the United States have a tradition of 
gallant daring to be proud of. 


en is 


The Italian commandant was frantic. The world had gone 
mad tonight. He couldn't believe his eyes, still fogged by 
sleep, for it was three o’clock in the morning. His air- 
drome garrison town seemed to be under heavy attack and 
half of it was already blazing. 

*From The American Magazine, July, 1942, “Toughest Job in 


the War,” by Gordon Gaskill. Used with the permission of the 
author. Copyright, 1942, The Crowell-Collier Publishing Company. 


8 


His bewildered brain told him that it was impossible. 
The British were at least 250 miles away, no planes had 
been sighted, and surely they couldn't. . . . The gasoline 
dump went up with a mighty roar. One by one a line of 
airplanes began exploding into flames, apparently by 
themselves. 

The commandant almost sobbed; the planes had been 
brand-new. 

His 800 troops were running about wild and witless. 
They carried rifles and submachine guns, but had no 
targets. So they fired everywhere—at anything—at every- 
thing—at nothing. Ghosts and devils were abroad tonight. 
The commandant saw that they were in complete panic. 

So was he. He rushed a message to the next garrison. 
“Under heavy attack. Must have immediate help. Unable 
to hold out much longer.” 

Crouching in the wadi at the edge of the airdrome, 
peering happily through the desert scrub at the havoc 
they had caused, were the attacking British forces. Neither 
ghosts nor devils, they consisted of exactly two men—a 
young Scottish major and a cockney sergeant. They be- 
longed to a little known fighting group which, for bold 
imagination and courage, cannot be excelled anywhere on 
earth—British parachute troops of the Middle East. 

The attack, so terrible and supernatural to the Italians, 
seemed quite simple to them. They had merely tiptoed 
about the airdrome in the dead of night, depositing little 
sixteen-ounce, delayed-action bombs here and there, in any 
likely place—in gasoline stores, airplane cockpits, bomb 
piles. Then they had crept away in the darkness to hide. 
It would take thirty minutes for the bombs to begin ex- 
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ploding. They had plenty of time to get away later. They 
wanted to see the fun. 

Commandos are super-soldiers, while the Mid-East’s 
paratroops are super-commandos. Their training and 
equipment have been thought out to the most exact de- 
tails. Even things which seem far-fetched and ridiculous 
have proved their worth in battle. 

Once returning from a raid on foot, a body of para- 
troops were spotted by a German Messerschmitt, which 
darted down to machine-gun them. They were in per- 
fectly flat desert with no place to hide. Each man brought 
out a bit of burlap, dug a shallow hole in the sand, pulled 
the burlap over him, sprinkled sand on top, and crawled 
in. As far as the Messerschmitt was concerned, they simply 
disappeared. 

Another returning party had only one quart of water 
for five men. They almost died of thirst until they reached 
the sea. Here they hooked together two water bottles with 
thirty-inch rubber tubing which each man carried, boiled 
salt water in the first bottle, and condensed fresh water in 
the second. It took five hours to make one quart, but it 
saved their lives. 

The paratroops have their own special bomb. It looks 
like a handful of soft, black putty and can be molded into 
any shape, as it never hardens. It can be fused to go off 
instantly, or in any desired time up to two and a half 
hours. It is a combination of high explosive and thermite. 
The first blows things up, while the second sets anything, 
even metal, afire. It weighs only one pound, and each man 
easily carries at least a dozen. 

The paratroops have had extraordinary luck. Once 
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while sneaking away from an enemy airdrome after laying 
their eggs, they suddenly saw an enemy truck driving 
toward them with blazing headlights. In a few seconds 
the lights would have picked them out plainly. Just then 
one of their own bombs exploded back on the airdrome 
and the enemy driver, thinking there was an air raid on, 
instantly doused his lights and swept by, without seeing 
them. 

Other incidents which appear to be nothing but luck 
are really something more. Like the time when the para- 
troops were creeping along an enemy building in the 
darkness. Suddenly a window above them opened, and an 
Italian looked out. They were plainly visible in the light 
flooding down on them. One paratrooper pointed a 
tommy gun at the Italian but didn’t fire. The Italian 
muttered something and closed the window. A British 
officer who understood Italian explained later: The man 
had thought they were his own blackout patrol and had 
apologized for letting so much light show! This is not 
luck; it is the very basis of paratroop theory. As the 
major explained it to me, “The enemy never expects you 
in his own back yard.” 

One night a few paratroops went to sleep in what they 
thought was an empty desert. In the morning when they 
awoke they found themselves smack in the middle of a 
German encampment, not fifty paces from the German 
colonel’s tent. Their first thought was of trying to sneak 
away, but it was broad daylight and the ground was bare. 
So they packed up calmly and strolled off. They walked 
straight through the German camp, dressed in British 
uniforms, and nobody paid any attention to them. 
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It sounds strange, but sometimes parachute troops don’t 
use parachutes. 

In the desert, which is like the ocean, it’s possible to 
drive almost anywhere with a truck without being spotted 
if you make wide detours and drive the ticklish stretches 
by night. Thus paratroops often fall in line with a moving 
enemy convoy at night. They soon learn the headlight 
recognition signals and blink as cheerfully as any Jerry. 
They park in enemy parking lots. If they need food, water, 
or gas, they merely cut one enemy truck out of the convoy 
or encampment and hold it up. 

The primary object of the paratroop raids is to destroy 
vital enemy equipment and spread panic, but often they 
run across a large mess building or tent in the dark and 
can’t resist the temptation to have a go at it. “We just act 
as if we belong there,” a lieutenant said in telling me about 
a raid he made with a cockney private. “We were walking 
across this airdrome when we saw a big building. Little 
cracks of light were leaking out, and inside we could hear 
Germans singing and talking. We didn’t say a word but 
began walking toward the building. The private had a 
tommy gun with two extra magazines, and I had a .45 
and two extra clips. As we got nearer, we realized there 
were a lot of men inside and the private whispered, “Oh, 
lovely,” and we nearly burst out laughing. I yanked the 
door open, and we both began firing. I'll never forget the 
looks on their faces. They simply stared. Not a single 
person ever fired back. I suppose we killed about fifty, 
mostly officers. I remember the private yelling as we ran 
away, “That’s for London, you so-and-so’s!” 

So far the paratroops have operated only with hand- 
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fuls of men; no more than ten have ever gone out on a 
raid. They believe ten can do nearly as much vital damage 
as two hundred and run much less risk of detection, and 
they prefer five to ten—“five good men.” I know a 
lieutenant who took four men on a raid to an important 
enemy drome and destroyed twenty-four planes in one 
night. Nine nights later he did exactly the same thing at 
exactly the same airdrome and got twenty-seven more, a 
total of fifty-one planes in nine days. Another group of 
five men burned up thirty-seven planes in one night for 
the largest single bag. In each case, all got back safely by 
disappearing into the trackless desert in the darkness and 
later meeting with trucks. j 

Some have lain as long as three days and nights beside 
enemy airdromes, noting vital targets and watching in 
amusement the enemy taking anti-paratroop precautions 
every evening. Sometimes the Italians have put out so 
many sentries they could almost join hands, and other 
times stationed sentries at each plane, all to no avail. 
Paratroops get in anyway. 

A sergeant took me under his wing when I made a 
thousand-foot practice jump with them. I climbed into a 
converted bomber with fourteen others, and like them 
wore a crash helmet and coverall uniform, heavy high- 
laced boots, and knee protectors. As we circled up to a 
thousand feet, the sergeant kept explaining how to try to 
land in a relaxed half-sitting position and not worry if 
another parachute drifted into me. “They just kiss and 
float apart like two balloons,” he explained. 

A red “get-ready” light winked, and he showed me 
how to hook one end of my parachute cord onto a ring 


13 


which slid on a greased steel rod running lengthwise 
down the cabin. 

Then a green light flashed, and the lieutenant in com- 
mand went first. 

The men jumped faster than one per second, and I 
went leaping out the door before I realized it. The line 
tied to the plane dragged the chute from the pack; then 
when my full weight hit the extended line, the connection 
broke, and I fell free. There was no sharp jerk. It was 
the most exhilarating sensation I've ever known as I 
seemed to hang motionless in heaven in a great silence. 
It was so still I could talk in almost conversational tones 
to other men drifting down around me. 

I began swinging like a pendulum. Then the sergeant 
said, “Here comes the ground.” Previously I had felt as 
if I were standing still, but now suddenly the ground came 
into focus, rushing up at terrific speed. Actually we were 
dropping seventeen feet per second, and it took only 
sixty seconds to reach the ground. I was swinging widely 
as I struck and tumbled head over heels twice. The chute 
began dragging me. I dimly remembered some advice 
about this, and finally recalled that there was a release 
knob on my chest. I turned it, and the chute fell away. 
Then I sat down. It had been a hard jolt but I was un- 
hurt. I ran my hands into soft, warm sand, and I felt very 
good. 

A practice jump like that is one thing; a battle jump 
is quite another. That day was perfectly clear, and the 
spot was chosen especially because the sand was the softest. 
You knew what you were jumping into and when you 
would hit, but on the first battle jump the paratroops 
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A British paratrooper about to land. „Мт. Gaskill describes 
how he may have felt coming down 
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Action to keep sea lanes clear. A depth bomb seeks a 
lurking submarine* 
1Reprinted by special permission of the Saturday Evening Post; copyright by 
the Curtis Publishing Company, 1942. 
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made, it was one of the worst nights North Africa has 
known. Rain was splashing down in icy sheets in total 
darkness. Even on the ground the wind was a thirty-mile 
gale, murderous to parachutists. It was the worst possible 
night, but paratroops had orders to jump at all costs, so 
they did. 

The sergeant who had taught me to jump was lost that 
night. 

I can think of no greater courage. On their caps the 
paratroops wear a winged dagger with the words, "Who 
dares, wins.” 


They are doing both. 
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WE FOUND THE JAPS 


By Lieutenant Colonel Walter C. Sweeney, Jr. From 
United States Army Air Corps Headquarters, Hawaii’ 


On the afternoon of June 3, 1942, Navy patrol planes sighted 
a Japanese fleet of about thirty ships some six hundred miles 
west of Midway. From Midway Lieutenant Colonel Walter C. 
Sweeney, Jr., of the United States Army Air Corps, led three 
Flying Fortresses to the attack and scored hits on a heavy 
cruiser and a transport so large that “one of the boys described 
it as of the Normandie class.” 'The battle continued from June 
3 to 7, and from it came many proud tales of skill, heroism, and 
success. Final figures showed that in this engagement the 
enemy lost four aircraft carriers, two heavy cruisers, three de- 
stroyers, and a cargo vessel. Two or three battleships, three or 
four heavy cruisers, one light cruiser, and four transports were 
damaged. There were losses by the United States, but they 
were small in comparison with those of the enemy. Lieutenant 
Colonel Sweeney describes the action of his unit on the second 
day of the engagement. 


————— 


Early Thursday the entire squadron went off the 
ground before dawn. 

We decided to continue the attack on the ships which 
some of our planes had pasted the previous evening. 

But while we were on the way to our objective, we 
received word that another Japanese invasion fleet, in- 
cluding carriers, had been spotted by Navy patrol boats. 

We changed our course and headed for the new quarry. 


"Used with the permission of United Press Associations, Inc. 
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Thanks to the work of our navigator, Lieutenant Bill 
Adams, San Bernardino, California, we found the Japs 
just where the PBY’s had told us they were. 

We saw the ships lined in two columns with their 
destroyers and lighter craft flanking the heavier capital 
ships. We paid no attention to them. We were after the 
carriers, which we knew would be farther back behind 
the main units. 

The big, fluffy clouds made visibility difficult, and the 
Japanese carriers tried to hide under them. 

But we spotted them way down below through a hole 
in the clouds. There were two of them in sight. I con- 
centrated on one which was circling around and around, 
the typical Japanese defense maneuver against high level 
bombing attacks. 

We were greeted by a hail of anti-aircraft fire which 
flowered all round us, like big black puff balls. 

Make no mistake, those gunners were good. They put 
up a real curtain of fire around the carrier. 

Just then Zero fighters came up to attack us, and, 
believe me, things were pretty hot up there for a few 
minutes. 

We swung around into bombing position with high 
explosives bursting all over the place, and the Zeros bang- 
ing away at us. 

The carrier’s decks were empty. We found out later 
its planes at that moment were attacking Midway. 

Our element (three planes) went down out of the sun 
for the run over the target. 

The doors of the bombing compartment swung open 
and over we went. 
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We laid our bombs right smack across the port bow, 
and we headed for home as fast as our motors would 
carry us. 

I could not see the effects of our bombs immediately, 
but the tail gunner yelled over the interphone, “We got 
her right on the nose!” 

I looked down as we banked around. Sure enough 
the entire bow of the carrier was belching smoke and 
flames. Even from our high altitude we could see that the 
carrier had been badly hit. The Japanese fighters gave us 
little trouble. They seemed to be more interested in the 
carrier than in us, and we soon lost them. 

We started a second attack as soon as we had been 
refueled. We saw two ships burning as we flew out. One 
was a carrier and the other was a capital ship [battleship]. 
Both were about twenty miles behind the main body of 
the Japanese, who were fleeing in a general westward 
direction. 

We could not find the other carriers, in spite of our 
intense search, so we picked out the biggest ship in the 
flock, which I judge was either a battleship or a heavy 
cruiser. 

We were not bothered by Zeros, but the anti-aircraft 
barrage was as heavy as any I ever want to go through. 

We had the sun pretty well at our backs as we made a 
run across the big ship, which apparently sensed that we 
had picked it out as a victim. 

The ship was traveling at full speed, twisting and turn- 
ing and making every possible maneuver to throw us off. 
Its wake looked like a piece of wrinkled ribbon on a blue 
background. 
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That run was just about as nearly perfect a bombing 
run as it was possible to obtain. Our pattern bombs 
smashed into the ship near the stern and sent a great puff 
of black oily smoke and a huge jet of flame bursting 
from its stern. 

We did not hang round to watch but high-tailed it 
home, using the fires of crippled Japanese ships as beacons 
with which to get our bearings. 
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IN TOKYO BAY 
By Robert ]. Casey* 


The scene, the launching of a Japanese carrier. In peace- 
time she had been a big and beautiful Japanese ocean liner. 
Now brown slant eyes gazed admiringly at her new lines and 
measured the force which she could throw against the-white 
man. There was a brass band. Some admirals were there, too, 
for it was a gala event. But there was an uninvited—and, as it 
turned out, very important—guest. Like many other adven- 
turous tales of submarines, this one was not told till many 
months after it had occurred and had become past history to 
its crew. You will find it good reading. 


In those early days of the war one of our submarines 
went into Tokyo Bay. Having entered and reconnoitered 
the complicated shipping of Yokohama, the commander 
of the submarine picked out a suitable spot and sat down 
on the bottom. 

It is customary, of course, for submarines to lie sub- 
merged in daylight and come up at night to change air 
and charge batteries. This one arose from its bed accord- 
ing to custom, and the commander, glancing about him 
in the moonlight, found himself squarely in front of a 
shipyard. And on the ways, only a few hundred yards 
distant was a big ship—a liner like the Yawata, maybe, or 
bigger. And it was obvious even in the halflight that 


"Somewhat condensed and edited. Used by special permission of 
The Chicago Daily News Foreign Service. Copyright, 1942, The 
Chicago Daily News, Inc. 
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workmen had been trimming the superstructure to make 
an aircraft carrier out of her. 

The commander looked and very nearly shed a tear. 
What you do in a case like this was something he’d never 
found out. To sink a ship like this one would be worth 
the trip across the Pacific. But you don’t toss torpedoes 
up onto dry land, and you can’t sink ships with no water 
under them. 

By morning the problem was still unsolved. The sub 
went back to the bottom to rest during the heat of the day. 

So went the routine for quite a long time. The com- 
mander maneuvered about until he found a spot where he 
could stick up a periscope during daylight hours. He 
edged about until he was at a favorable firing angle. But 
all to no end. The big ship, daily getting to look more 
and more like a carrier, stood out of the water and far 
beyond the reach of torpedoes. Daily the commander 
looked. Daily the sub went down to its berth in the mud, 
the problem unsolved. . . . Thus for two weeks—and 
three—and a month. . . . The skipper's mouth, it is said, 
showed signs of slavering as he looked at the distant 
prize, and he tried to argue with the navigator that the 
calendaf was wrong, that he'd been in Tokyo Bay only 
three weeks instead of four. But the time was at hand, of 
course, for him to go somewhere else. The supplies were 
going to need replacing shortly, and besides he had his 
march orders to go to some new place on a definite date. 

"Very well,” he told the navigator. "Well pull out 
tonight." 

Then he gave orders to ease the big ship toward the 
surface. 
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They say it was а gala day for this part of Japan. The 
overhaul of the big liner had been accomplished in a record 
time, as the United States commander might have testified 
if anybody had asked him. The officials of the yard were 
there—and a couple of admirals as anybody could see 
from their flags. And there was a brass band. What it 
was playing nobody in the United States is likely to find 
out until after the war... You can't hear such things 
through a periscope. 

At the proper moment somebody knocked out the 
blocks. Somebody smashed the bottle of sake—if that’s 
the way they launch ships in Japan. The big ship started 
down the ways. . . . Just then the submarine came up. 
The periscope edged above water. The commander looked 
at the scene for one dumfounded, unbelieving second. 
Such luck, of course, just couldn’t happen to anybody. . . . 

The ship came down. The commander stuck his face 
to the telephone. As the carrier hit the water, he put two 
tin fish into it. It continued straight down. The most 
complete launching ever seen in Tokyo. 

"Just as well we're moving," the commander is quoted 
as having said, as they slipped through the narrows and 
into the more friendly sea. "That ship took over our 
spot on the bottom." 


THE FLYING TIGERS—DAREDEVILS 
OF THE AIR 


By William Clemmens 


For nearly five years Japanese planes had controlled the 
skies over China. Then one day, above the Yunnan hills, a 
mysterious little group of fighters struck back at the Jap. In 
four days that group—the American Volunteer Group—cost 
the Japanese air force more fighting planes than they had lost 
in their attack оп Hawaii or in the course of a whole year of 
war in China. Outnumbered twenty to one, with no reserves, 
with old planes, and without support, the A.V.G.’s, or Flying 
Tigers, as they came to be known, piled up the staggering 
record of 286 Jap planes destroyed, and a like number probably 
destroyed, in seven months. "Thirty-four Japanese planes went 
down for every P-40 that was lost. How the now famous 
"Tigers did it under the training and inspiration of their daunt- 
less leader, General Claire Chennault, is a great story of per- 
severance, skill, and courage. It will be long remembered. 


A retired United States military pilot, ferrying a twin- 
engined Lend-Lease flying boat to Australia, came down 
on the glassy sea off Rangoon between raids early Christ- 
mas morning. He was not supposed to be there, but he 
was expected. : 

As he landed, a welcoming committee of six eagerly 
grabbed his ship's bowline and helped bring the big 

1From Collier's, July 4, 1942, "How Chennault Kills Japs,” by 
William Clemmens. Used with the permission of the author and 
Collier's. Copyright, 1942, The Crowell-Collier Publishing Com- 
pany. 

23 


Catalina flying boat alongside the dock. They, too, were 
Americans, all of them in their early twenties. The sun 
was blazing, yet they were uniformed in heavy, high- 
altitude flying suits. Across the back of each uniform was 
the Chinese army crest and, in Chinese characters, the 
message, “This man is an American volunteer fighting 
for China. Give him all the help you can.” 

One of the six greeted the pilot as he jumped to the 
dock. 

"We're from over the hills,” he said. Then he added 
quickly, “Isn’t that tracer stuff you’ve got aboard ?" 

The ferry pilot nodded. 

"Sure could use some of that here," the group's spokes- 
man said. "You've got to take that clear to Australia?” 

The ferry pilot looked at him a moment. "Well, 
now. . ." he began; then, “You boys fighting Japs, too?" 

"And how! The sky's full of 'em. But all we've got 
is standard ammunition. We're blowing those Japs full of 
holes but can't bring 'em down. Now, if we could borrow 
some of that tracer to set them on бге...” 

The ferry pilot picked up his orders. “Funny thing. 
These don’t say where I’m going. Military secret, I guess, 
But this ammunition must be to fight Japs with. . . .” 

The six A.V.G/s jumped to it as one man. Hardly 
was the last case ashore when the raid alarm sounded. 
Dumping their ammunition into a battered station wagon, 
the six rushed off in one direction. The ferry pilot took 
off in another. Hanging under a cloud, he saw the whole 
show. \ 

Nine Jap bombers, flying high, were heading for Ran- 
goon’s docks, piled with Lend-Lease supplies. Six P-40 
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fighters, brightly painted to resemble sharks, climbed 
straight into the sky to a point a mile above the Japs. 
There, leveling off, they split up into pairs. In teams of 
two, diving in such perfect harmony that both machines 
seemed to be under the control of a single hand, the six 
little fighters weaved, rolled, slashed their way through 
the oncoming Jap formation. 

Before the ferry pilot had to head off for his next port, 
he saw seven columns of black curling smoke trailing 
seven spiraling Japanese planes. down into Martaban Bay. 
Openmouthed, he turned to his co-pilot, “Say, that’s old 
Chennault up there.” 

Chennault wasn’t there but the American ferry pilot 
had found the key to a mystery that was rattling the teeth 
of the Japanese high command. Three days before, a 
mysterious force had struck down from the China clouds, 
and Japan’s first “invincible” air squadron was blown out 
of the sky above the Yunnan hills. On Christmas Eve, a 
thousand miles away a second squadron was wiped out 
near Rangoon. On that very Christmas dawn, an attacking 
force of forty escorted bombers was “exploded” before it 
ever reached its target. Nineteen of the forty bombers 
were sent crashing headlong into the jungles before they 
could even fire a shot. 

Against the forces of the United States, of Britain, and 
the Dutch the Japanese had proved their “invincibility” in 
the air. Only one obstacle stood in the path of swift, easy 
victory. The Burmese heavens were full of “sharks.” A 
mass attack by eighty bombers and pursuits, launched at 
Rangoon on Christmas Day, was torn to pieces before it 
could reach its target. In the next dawn, an entire regi- 
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ment of Japanese bombers, hidden deep in the Thailand 
jungle, was destroyed before it could get off the ground. 
That same night a fleet of dark Japanese raiders, far up the 
Burma Road, was sucked into a whirlpool of sudden death. 

It took the Japanese a long time to discover—and the 
world even longer to appreciate—that Japan was barred 
from the road to India not by a super air force of the 
United Nations but by the aerial wizardry of an almost 
forgotten schoolteacher from the Louisiana lowlands, a 
U. S. Army ex-pilot, Claire L. Chennault. With only a 
handful of young American volunteers, with old style 
fighting planes he had begged, with fuel he had borrowed 
and with ammunition he often had to steal, Chennault 
turned Japan’s “easy” blitzkrieg of Burma into a major 
campaign. 

Born in Commerce, Texas, on September 6, 1890, Claire 
Chennault was brought up by his cotton planter father to 
be a farmer. He studied scientific agriculture at Louisiana 
State University, and then, that he might pass on to others 
what he had learned, took a teaching course at the State 
Normal School. He was principal of a rural high school, 
was married, and the father of three boys when he enlisted 
in the United States Army in 1917. Graduated from 
Officers’ Training School, he was still a ground officer in 
the aviation section of the Signal Corps at the time of the 
Armistice. But flying had already got into his blood and 
a year later, having won his wings, he was commissioned 
a lieutenant in the newly formed U. S. Army Air Corps. 

A natural teacher, he combined his love of flying for 
flying's sake with a schoolmaster's orderly study of this 
new art. He saw service at every principal air base around 
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the United States and took his turn at all branches of the 
flying service. He liked the fast-flying, hard-hitting pur- 
suit work best. It was in Hawaii, as commandant of the 
19th Pursuit Squadron in 1929, that he began an exhaus- 
tive study of aerial tactics. 

By night he calculated and plotted. By day he test- 
flew all the intricate patterns of which those early fighting 
planes were capable. From these he developed a revolu- 
tionary concept of aerial warfare. 

But when Chennault tried to fit his new tactics into 
the traditional pattern of combat flying, they just would 
not mesh. General John F. Curry, Chennault’s comman- 
dant at Maxwell Field, cited him as “one of the out- 
standing authorities on pursuit aviation, a fearless pilot, 
and an able leader.” 

Our every-man-for-himself method of combat flying, 
Chennault held, was a throwback not only to World 
War I but to King Arthur. A team of three pursuits 
could drive any six individual fighters out of the sky, he 
argued. And to convince the Air Corps, he took two of 
his squadron mates, tied their wings to his own, and the 
three of them flying as one man, tore the sky apart. The 
higher-ups, however, saw in his demonstration only a 
spectacular stunt. 

Then, in 1937, Captain Claire L. Chennault was retired 
—because of deafness incurred in line of duty. But he did 
not stay settled long. His two teammates, Lieutenants 
J. H. Williamson and W. C. McDonald, Jr., also retired 
from the Air Corps, went to China to help train combat 
pilots. When word reached them in Nanking that an 
American air adviser was to be sent to China, they went 


27 


to work. The generalissimo and Madame Chiang-Kai- 
shek, sponsors of Chinese aviation, were impressed. If 
Chennault cared to come, the job was his. Every day or so 
he received a note from one or the other of his flying 
partners, but each said in effect little more than, “You 
ought to come to China. You'll find it very interesting.” 
Finally, the old squadron leader packed his bags. He 
couldn’t be sure, but he thought he smelled a fight. 

Shortly after Chennault’s arrival, in July, 1937, Gen- 
eralissimo Chiang-Kai-shek went to war with Japan. He 
thought he had six hundred first-line combat planes. By 
the time Chennault discovered that China had actually 
less than one hundred, the Japanese had already won 
mastery of the air. 

Flight by flight, Chennault watched the Japs wipe out 
China’s air force. There was no visible means of getting 
either planes or pilots. But Chennault would not give up. 

Doggedly, he planned ahead. When he was not train- 
ing the few pilots for whom China had planes, Chen- 
nault was studying Japan’s air force. He catalogued the 
strength and weakness of every Jap plane. Chennault took 
Japan’s plan of aerial warfare apart. He psychoanalyzed 
the Japanese pilot, memorized his book of “precepts,” 
learned his reactions to an innumerable series of condi- 
tions. Before long, Chennault, the air leader without 
planes or pilots, could peer at the sky through a pair of 
field glasses and describe to an openmouthed audience of 
staff officers each detailed move that an attacking Japanese 
squadron would make before it actually made it. 

All this, probably the most complete intelligence on 
Japanese air power outside the secret files of Tokyo and 
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Berlin, Chennault stored up against the day when China 
could strike back. Month after month, he planned and 
schemed for American planes and pilots and equipment. 

Planes for China? Certainly. But there were none to 
be had. Priorities. Aid to Britain. Army procurement. 
Navy allotments. Planes for the Netherlands, the East 
Indies, Australia, Belgium, Norway, Sweden, Russia. 
Then one day a delivery order for one hundred of the 
old-type Curtiss P-40 pursuits, originally allocated to 
Sweden was cancelled. 

Chennault got those one hundred planes. But his 
troubles had only begun. After months in transit, the 
planes arrived in China with no replacement parts. To 
start, then, he would have to keep half of them in the 
shops to supply spare parts to keep the other fifty in the 
air. They required a corps of skilled mechanics, which 
only America could supply. Their liquid-cooled engines 
demanded high-octane gasoline, as rare as gold in China. 
Their machine guns, six to each plane, needed an assort- 
ment of ammunition. Most serious of all, there were no 
pilots in China who could fly his fighters. 

In one last desperate effort, Chennault, then a general 
in the Chinese army, returned to the United States. First 
he called at Washington, then visited air base after air 
base around the country. All he asked was permission to 
talk to the pilot group. He had no order, no letter of 
authority. Group after group heard about China, what 
the Chinese were up against, what could be done. China 
needed pilots, desperately. Each man would have to take 
his chances. But Chennault promised to give each man a 
cause worth fighting for. 
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One hundred pilots trailed Chennault from the camps 
—and a corps of airplane and engine mechanics, riggers, 
and armorers followed suit. From the forty-eight states, 
three hundred men were collected. They went as civilians, 
not as members of the Air Corps. 

Chennault flew across the Pacific by clipper and met 
them at Rangoon. Across interior Burma, which was to be 
their future battleground, they were whisked into the 
school he had prepared at Toungoo. In simple, school- 
master’s language, he taught the youngsters all he knew 
of flying, all the little secrets he had learned about the Japs. 

Chennault believes that a simple plan well carried out 
is far better than the most complex pattern poorly exe- 
cuted. His credo: teamwork; precision. He trained his 
youngsters as a top-flight coach would train a fast-moving 
basketball team. He drilled them on the tactics used by 
the British, Germans, Italians, French, Japanese, and 
Chinese, as well as on the American pattern. He re- 
quired his A.V.G. cadets to practice six to eight hours a 
day on each maneuver until it was letter-perfect. Later, 
he would team them up in pairs and have them perform 
the same maneuvers until, in formation, they could execute 
the same precision as if every plane in the group were held 
by a single control. 

Then, by precept and example, he taught them how to 
fight. His theory was simple. Japanese planes could climb 
faster, turn quicker, bring more fire power to bear. His 
Р-40% had two points—and only two—on the credit side. 
They were speedier and sturdier; they could dive harder 
than the Japs. His plan of attack, then, was designed to 
maneuver the Japs into such a position that they would 
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A flight leader of the Flying Tigers in one of the A.U.G. planes 
painted to resemble a shark's head 


Harrison Forman from Acme 


General Claire Chennault, hand on map, discussing a mission 
with his Flying Tigers 
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For his achievement in downing five Jap planes in one day 
Lieutenant Edward O'Hare was made Lieutenant (om- 
mander and given the highest military award of the United 
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have to reveal their weaknesses. Against these, he would 
pit his superior speed and strength. Above all, Chennault 
counted one great advantage: Japan, like the United States, 
Britain, even Germany, maneuvered according to the old 
traditional pattern of air combat. His boys were taught a 
new system—an attack by teams in wide, weaving strokes 
from above and below. 

Beyond this, he gave them only five rules. First: never 
attack alone. One P-40 against one Jap is outnumbered 
three to one. But a team of two P-40’s together can outhit, 
outfight any six Japanese. Second: get there first. Then 
you know where you are going to meet the enemy. He 
doesn’t. Third: make your fire count. Your bullets have 
to run into the Jap. You can’t count on him running into 
your bullets. Fourth: don’t try to get them all at once. 
Strike one—with all you’ve got. Then head for home. 
Fifth: don’t wait to see what will happen next—because 
it will happen to you. 

It was in Toungoo that they painted the shark’s head 
on the snout of the P-40's. The Japanese, being island 
people, have a reverence for fish, the staple of their diet. 
They are also an extremely superstitious people, and they 
have a healthy horror of sharks. But the P-40's were later 
to carry another decoration which the Japanese like even 
less. For every Jap brought down, the victorious pilot is 
awarded a small Nipponese flag. This trophy, a bright 
red dot on a white background, is mounted just under 
the pilot’s windscreen. Every one of the group has earned 
at least two of these awards; many have half a dozen. 
The late Squadron Leader Jack Newkirk had the side of 
his fighter lined with twenty-eight. 
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Because the Tiger is a favorite deity of the Chinese, the 
A.V.G. pilots called themselves Tiger Sharks. But they 
were Flying Tiger Sharks to the Chinese and became The 
Flying Tigers to the world. 

Meanwhile, Chennault was preparing his main base at 
Kunming, deep in China’s Yunnan hills. On the shores 
of a clear blue lake, six thousand feet above sea level, this 
station on the Burma Road was ideal for his purpose. 
Surrounding this base, he established an ingenious system 
of listening posts. First, “interceptors,” Chinese volunteers, 
with little hand-powered portable radio transmitters, lie in 
wait off the Japanese airdromes. Then two circles, the first 
two hundred miles from his base, the second fifty miles 
nearer, are formed by other loyal Chinese—hundreds of 
them. Each is taught how to watch and listen for enemy aif- 
craft, how to distinguish their types, measure their speed, 
determine their direction. In trials, the system was uncanny. 

In November, Chennault reported to the generalissimo 
that A.V.G. was ready. He had only two full squadrons, 
one of ex-Army pilots, one from the Navy schools, and a 
flight group of eight made up of Marine-trained fliers. He 
had no reserves of either ammunition or fuel. But when 
war sped across the Pacific on that Sunday dawn of 
December 7th, Chennault’s boys were ready. 

On Sunday morning, December 21st, the first chance 
came. Six Р-40% climbed into the clouds. Japan’s first 
“invincible” squadron was shot to pieces. And six P-40's, 
without a scratch, came streaking home to Kunming—to 
report to “The Old Man.” 

Everything he had taught them had come true. After 
this first demonstration of the “Chennault System,” there 
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was no curbing their enthusiasm. When the Japs attacked, 
their formation was just as he said it would be, they turned 
the way he said they would, they reacted just as he had 
sketched it for his pilots on the blackboard at Toungoo. 
Later, when Parker Dupuoy, of Seekonk, Massachusetts, 
hooked his wing into a Zero, he remembered what Chen- 
nault had said: “The Zero can outmaneuver and out- 
climb you. You are faster and stronger. These are your 
advantages. Use them.” With supreme confidence in 
Chennault’s teachings, the youngster pointed his nose into 
a dive—and watched the Jap’s wing crumble like a piece 
of paper. From then on, “The Old Man” was regarded 
as infallible. 

After four long years, Chennault was ready to deliver 
his first blow for China. But before he could strike, the 
British in Burma called for help: “Send the American 
Volunteer Group to Rangoon.” When, just after dawn on 
the day before Christmas, only eighteen old-style P-40's 
swung into Mingalodon Airport at Rangoon, British faces 
fell. Eighteen planes! The R.A.F. had twice that number 
themselves. The alarm had already warned them that 
eighty Jap planes were even then on the way. 

But neither the British nor the Japs figured Chennault 
into their totals—until the two forces met. The two 
British Squadrons returned with six Jap planes to their 
credit, with a loss of four of their own. The eighteen 
A.V.G. pilots came back with a record of nineteen Japs, 
their only casualty being a bullet hole through one wing 
of one of the P-40’s! 

Word of the spectacular victory swept like wildfire 
through China. In one lightning blow, the Japs’ planned 

33 


blitzkrieg of Burma was thrown out of gear. That battle 
wrote the first line in an epic chapter of American courage 
which must forever stand as one of the brightest pages in 
her military history. Day after day, for sixty-two successive 
days, relays of Chennault’s pilots met Japan’s attackers 
head on. 

The courage of this little band of American volunteers 
became the sparkplug of fierce Allied resistance all over 
the Asiatic mainland. 
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ESCAPE TO FREEDOM 
By Emile X. By wireless from London! 


This is the story of a one-time Belgian schoolteacher. It 
might have been the story of a Pole, or a Frenchman, or a 
Norwegian, or a Dutchman. For in the countries occupied by 
the Germans were many brave men to whom all the perils of 
a flight to England, where they might fight again, were small 
compared with the thought of living in slavery. From those 
who succeeded in reaching England new fighting units were 
re-formed. Some of these patriots have become Commandos, 
of whom you read elsewhere in this volume. 


Before the outbreak of the war I was a school teacher in 
a small town in Flanders. My ambition was to lead a quiet. 
life, to own my house, to dig in my garden, to play with 
my daughter after school hours. If апу one had told me 
at that time that I would be arrested in three countries and 
that for the better part of eighteen months I would move 
about Europe in disguise, bearing forged papers, stealing 
food, cheating, lying, crossing frontier lines like a criminal, 
and that eventually I would row across the North Sea in 
an open boat, I would have smiled quietly and shaken 
my head. “No,” I should have replied, "I am not the sort 
of man for that." 

Yet despair makes adventurers of us all. A simple 
village school teacher, I traveled over 2,000 miles through 


1From The New York Times Magazine, May 17, 1942, “A Story 
for Free Men,” by Emile X. Copyright, 1942, by The New York 
Times Company. 
35 


Belgium, occupied France, Vichy territory, and Spain in 
search of a way to freedom, away from the reach of the 
Gestapo and the sound of tramping boots. 

I was a soldier defending the Albert Canal when Hitler 
hurled his armies into my country. I retreated into France 
along with hundreds of other Belgian soldiers at the time 
that my King surrendered. We fought on from there, but 
after only a brief period we found ourselves surrounded 
near Calais. 

I decided on a desperate gamble. The Germans were 
still a few miles away. I went to the nearest French 
farmhouse and got from the farmer a suit of civilian 
clothes and food enough to last for two days. Then I began 
my first game of hide-and-seek with the German Army. 

I was determined to go home. I had to know whether 
my wife and children were still alive. Though I knew I 
could be shot without trial if I were captured, the urge to 
see my loved ones was stronger than my fear of death. 
For a week I traveled steadily by night, passing through 
the German lines, stealing a little food as I went along. 
By day I slept in the fields, hiding in the tall grass. Luck 
seemed to be with me. Every night I slowly crept a little 
nearer the Belgian frontier. My hopes were rising. 

Then a blow came suddenly one night as I tiptoed 
through a village I believed to be empty of Germans. 
There was a shout of “Halt!” and before I could collect 
my wits I was brought before a German officer. He asked 
to see my papers. I had only my Belgian identity card. 
This bore the stamp of my regiment, a fact I had forgotten, 
or I should have destroyed it. I was placed in the guard- _ 
room to be dealt with in the morning. 
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All my hopes of escaping had now vanished. Gloom 
settled over me. But from the dark came the steady roar 
of approaching bombers, and with the whine of the first 
falling bomb confusion broke out in the village. 

I heard the guards shouting and running, and the 
crash of masonry as one bomb hit. The British were 
raiding the place—but God was kind. I smashed the 
window in the rear of my prison room, crawled out, and 
made for the fields near by. I hardly noticed the bombs 
that continued to rain on the village. I was free once 
more. 

How I reached my home town is no longer clear to me. 
I continued to live like an animal. I ate raw carrots, raw 
potatoes, and raw turnips when I could find any in the 
deserted fields I crossed. I spent one night in a brewery 
filled to the ceiling with German shells while British 
bombs dropped all around. I found an abandoned car and 
drove it until the gas gave out. I stole a bicycle and rode it 
until a tire burst. I crossed the frontier into Belgium with- 
out seeing a single German soldier on guard. 

In my own country again, I breathed easier. Twice I 
stumbled into groups of German soldiers. But by this 
time I was such a scarecrow that they believed me when I 
said I was a civilian refugee returning home, and let me 
go. Once І even traveled on a German truck. The soldiers 
were being nice to my people. 

After passing through Brussels, where an aunt of mine 
gave me food, a clean bed to sleep in and some fresh 
clothes, I again was оп my way toward the coast. As I^ 
approached my home, I grew careless and was arrested for 
being out after curfew had sounded, but I managed to 
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‚ talk myself out of it. After more than three months I 
finally stumbled over the threshold of my little house. 

It is not part of my story to describe my reunion with 
my family. My readers can well imagine it. 

In a few weeks I was back at my old occupation of 
teaching. But life was now different from what it had 
been. Every family was in mourning. There was not 
enough food. The Germans had clamped down so many 
restrictions on what was to be taught in school and what 
was to be omitted that I began to think only of escape. 
I felt I could do my family better service by joining my 
countrymen in England. Here I could do little for them. 
In Britain at least I could fight for their freedom. 

On visiting the coast not far from the town where I 
lived, I noticed a twelve-foot dory laid up on the sands. 
I wondered how I could steal it and get away. My friends 
in whom I confided laughed at me. They felt that it 
was not to be done, and in the end I agreed to forget about 
it. Yet the desire to get away grew stronger in mc as my 
hatred for the Germans increased. 

It was many months before I succeeded in establishing 
the proper contacts and became a member of one of the 
secret societies which, in spite of the greatest dange! 
managed to carry on right under the very eyes of the 
Nazis. I still carried on with my teaching, though by this 
time I had been “degraded” to the lowest class of the 
school because of “carelessness” in my history lessons. 
had spoken of the last war. This subject was taboo, and 
the Germans had ordered all references to it cut out. 

My school work was now only a cover for my other 
activities, and all this time I was planning my escape 
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The day came, however, when my hand was forced. I was, 
in Ghent when warning came that some of our men had 
been arrested by the Gestapo, that my own home was 
being watched, and that I must flee. 

For three weeks I remained in hiding in a cellar in 
Brussels while my friends prepared a set of forged papers 
which were to permit me to travel openly across France 
and into Spain. Once in Spain I was to make my way to 
Lisbon or Gibraltar as best I could. These papers were so 
beautifully forged and bore such perfect copies of French, 
German, and Spanish visas that though my journey ended 
in failure they themselves were never questioned. ' 

On my way through Occupied and Unoccupied France 
I met several other Belgians who, like me, were planning 
to escape via Spain. We traveled together, always stopping 
at certain addresses we had memorized before our de- 
parture. At these addresses were people who instructed us 
as to the best routes to take, warned us of the dangers 
ahead, and gave us food and money. 

The blow came when we arrived at Carcassonne. 
There we learned of new regulations just issued by the 
Vichy government requiring a new stamp on passports of 
persons traveling into Spain. Our hearts sank as we de- 
bated what to do. In the end we decided to cross into 
Spain along a smugglers’s route over the Pyrenees. 

After one of the most grueling ten days of my life, I 
found myself back in a French prison cell. We had suc- 
cessfully crossed the mountain range—a terrible experience 
to those unused to climbing—when we were arrested by 
three Spanish carabineros [soldiers], who, after consulting 
an agent of the Gestapo, ordered us taken back to France. 
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There our money was taken, and we were sentenced to 
one month in jail for attempting to leave France without 
a proper visa. 

Since our true identities had not been discovered, we 
still had a chance. After a month in jail we set out again, 
this time for Marseilles. There Robert, a former flier with 
the Belgian Air Force, joined me in trudging the water- 
front for three weeks trying to induce various ship cap- 
tains to take us on as sailors, dishwashers—anything at 
all. Without seamen’s papers it was hopeless. 

Then through my despair I suddenly saw in my mind’s 
eye a picture of that little dory beached on the sands of 
my country, seven hundred miles away. I knew then I 
must retrace my steps to make a final attempt for my 
freedom. 

Robert insisted upon accompanying me, although 1 
pointed out the dangers, and we began our long trek back 
on foot. Itinerant field workers in the French vineyards 
are entitled to food and rest on their employers’ farms as 
a sort of advance against wages. Time after time we col- 
lected such advance payment, then moved on toward the 
north in the early dawn. 

Crossing from Unoccupied France to Occupied France 
was the most dangerous part of our trip. This was accom- 
plished with the help of a man who knew at least twenty 
good ways of getting across. Thus one night we found 
ourselves in a wood where our guide shook hands hastily 
and left us to go on alone. We crossed safely and in a few 
weeks were back in the cellar of the house in the Belgian 
capital, where our friends made new plans for our escape. 

We had to adopt new names. I myself dropped my 
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own personality and became two other men with two 
separate sets of papers. All but natives were barred from 
the areas where I had to go, so I became a native of each 
area. Two different identification cards were forged for 
me. The first, which was to allow me to enter Bruges, 
bore a picture for which I had grown a mustache and 
worn glasses. For the second picture I had grown a beard. 
Somehow I managed to keep my dual personality without 
becoming mixed up and got to Bruges safely. 

There I dug in for three weeks while I grew the beard 
I had shaved off to conform with my first identity. Then 
I set out for home, the vision of that small boat on the 
beach luring me on. 

I passed through my home town late one night on my 
way to the coast, where I was to meet Robert. It was 
pouring rain, and I was thankful, for the rain helped con- 
ceal me from the German guards patrolling the town. I 
slunk from house to house and suddenly found myself 
opposite my own little home, where I knew my wife and 
children were. I crossed the street toward it and leaned 
against its walls. For a moment my determination 
wavered. Should I risk everything for a minute with my 
loved ones? From inside came the wail of my baby, born 
while I lay starving in a French cell. I yearned to see them. 
But I had fought far too long to give up now, and wearily 
I turned my back on my family and continued on my way 
toward the coast. 

There I found Robert waiting for me at the house of a 
friend. The two of us were taken into hiding, where later 
we were joined by three others who were to make the trip 
across the North Sea with us. One was Jean, the former 
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pilot of a tramp ship, the second Pierre, а sailor, and the 
third a young neighbor of mine, Hans. 

While we stayed concealed in an empty villa [house], 
friends stole seventy liters of gasoline for us from the 
Germans, bought a small outboard motor, made a sail and 
mast, and saved up a little food and wine from their own 
meager rations. In a few weeks we were ready for our 
adventure. 

We chose a dark, cloudy night, a Saturday. One by 
one we filed out toward the beach, passing close by three 
German sentries. We climbed down the breakwater onto 
the sand. Twenty yards away was another sentry. We 
hardly breathed, so quietly did we have to work. With a 
pair of shears we cut the line that held the dory to its 
mooring on the beach. The boat was one that was 
launched on wheels. These wheels were deep in the sand, 
and we had to lift up the whole thing and push. Every 
twenty minutes a German patrol passed, and we had to 
burrow into the sand and cover our noses and mouths 
with sand so that the dogs with the soldiers would not 
get our scent. We worked three hours before we could 
float the boat, afraid every minute that the moon would 
come through a break in the clouds and reveal us. 

We had been rowing for two hours when the RAF. 
began a bombing raid on Zeebrugge. The crash of the 
bombs and the noise of the guns, we knew, would тийе 
the sound of our motor, so we started up. Jean, the 
former pilot, was skipper. He believed that we would 
reach England in another day or so. By dawn on Sunday 
our motor died, and we never were able to restart it. But 


we still had the sail and oars. 
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The breeze was blowing us toward England when а 
German bomber passed overhead. The bomber returned 
to circle us once, and soon four Messerschmitts appeared. 
They began to dive at us one by one as we lay trembling 
at the bottom of the boat. Machine-gun bullets spattered 
into our boat. Our captain was hit; the sailor, who jumped 
overboard, was killed instantly: Hans was severely 
wounded in the back; and my friend, Robert, had wounds 
in his head and right arm. Each plane returned four times, 
flying over us so low we could see the faces of the pilots. 
When they thought we were all dead they left us. 

I was the only one who escaped without a scratch, 
though my suit was torn with bullet holes. I did what I 
could for the wounded with the few bandages we had, 
and stopped the holes in our dory with rags. Then I 
began to row. For four and a half days I kept it up until 
the flesh of my hands wore off. 

My memory of what happened during the next five 
days is hazy and confused. Jean, our captain, the only 
one who knew how to navigate, died after terrible suffer- 
ing, as did Hans. We buried them at sea. Robert and I 
were delirious part of the time. We managed, somehow, 
to keep awake by hitting one another on the chin. The 
cold was terrible, and we had nothing left to eat or drink. 
For three days we lived on a tube of mint-flavored tooth- 
paste which we pretended was candy. 

My hands hurt so much I had to grit my teeth to keep 
on rowing. Robert bailed mechanically as water kept 
pouring into the boat. I remember asking for a cup 
of hot coffee and listening to Robert describe an imaginary 
football game. All but one of our oars were swept over- 
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board during a storm, and on Wednesday, our fourth 
day at sea, I rowed and steered with one oar. 

We tried to cheer up one another, and swore to row 
and bail until we reached England. By Thursday morn- 
ing our legs were frozen, and we could hardly move our 
hands. We fainted several times. At one moment in my 
delirium I started to step out of the boat, but my friend 
tripped me with the oar. I rowed all through Thursday 
night, hardly aware that I was still alive. 

By Friday morning I could no longer go on. I was at 
the end of my strength. Robert and I shook hands. Let 
come what might, we could do no more. We both fell 
asleep knowing our end would come quickly. We never 
expected to wake up again. 

I don’t know how long we had been asleep when I 
heard the staccato rattle of machine-gun fire. Opening 
my eyes, I saw two speedboats firing at one another. Then 
one of them disappeared. I tore off my shirt, tied it to the 
oar and waved, all the while trying to shout. The remain- 
ing boat came toward us, its machine guns pointing at us. 
I wasn’t sure whether it was German or British. I was 
past caring. It was over—the horrible ordeal ended. That's 
all I knew or cared, 

It was a British boat. The crew swung their machine 
guns away from us and signaled “thumbs up!” The next 
thing I remember I was being carried ashore, rolled in а 
blanket like a sausage. 


HOW O'HARE DOWNED FIVE 
JAP PLANES IN ONE DAY 


By John Field. By cable from Honolulu’ 


On February 20, 1942, a young Navy aviation lieutenant 
from St. Louis made a name for himself. He shot down and 
damaged more enemy planes in one day than any man pre- 
viously, flying under any colors, is believed to have accom- 
plished. A shy young man, Edward Н. O'Hare, called “Butch” 
for short, found it difficult to tell his story, and the first part of 
it, as reported by Mr. Field, is therefore told by his squadron 
commander, Lieutenant Commander John S. Thach, of For- 
dyce, Arkansas. 


Thach began the interview by presenting the background 
of O'Hare's unforgettable flight, "Our carrier was operat- 
ing in the southwest Pacific. We had hoped to surprise 
the Japs but knew we might be spotted by patrol planes. 
On the morning of February 20 we learned that such a 
patrol plane was near us. To intercept this snooper I took 
up my plane and another single-seater fighter. O'Hare 
wanted to go, but I sent him back, figuring we'd need him 
later. At a distance from the ship we entered a cloud and 
bucked our way through a rainstorm. Far below was a 
small opening and suddenly through the opening I saw 
a huge Jap plane. It was a four-engined patrol bomber, 
larger even than Pan American Clippers. 

“I reported to the carrier immediately. I lost the big 


1From Life, April 13, 1942. Copyright, 1942, Time, Inc. 
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bomber in the clouds. Desperately trying to find him 
again, I climbed above the clouds and dropped below them 
several times. At last I dimly saw a huge shape leaving 
the rain squall. I never lost him again. Back into the rain 
squall I went letting him get out into the open blue. When 
he was a mile out in the open blue, I started after him 
quickly. I overtook him with the other fighter protecting 
my tail, and I gained a position for attack. 

“Suddenly, although I thought I was still out of range, 
he began shooting. I dove on him, let go with my guns 
and thought that I'd hit him as gas came out of his fuel 
tank. Then as quickly as possible I recovered and got set 
for a second attack. This time the wing man attacked 
with me, and we got him good. His whole upper wing, 
where the four engines are located, burst into flames. 
Suddenly he nosed over and his jettisoned bombs crashed 
into the water with a huge explosion. Neither the wing 
man nor I were hurt, but the wing man’s plane had 
bullet holes. About twelve Japs, the entire crew of the 
bomber, were killed. 

“On the way back to the carrier,” Thach continued in 
the interview, “I heard that another snooper had been re- 
ported. He was intercepted at 6,000 feet, burst into flames, 
and crashed, killing the entire crew. We landed aboard 
the ship, ate a big lunch, and figured that we'd have more 
work before dark as we expected that before crashing the 
Jap patrol bombers had notified their shore bases of our 
presence. Аз a precaution we kept a division of six fighter 
planes in the air all the time. 

"In the middle of the afternoon we had word that Jap 
bombers were coming. At that moment we had six planes 
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in the air with six more which had just been relieved and 
were waiting to land. My planes were on deck waiting 
to go up. Then came nine Jap bombers, beautiful fast 
twin-engined jobs looking like B-26’s. They came in three 
formations, three each at about 200 knots. Our planes, 
` circling to land, got orders to go up and join the fight. 
We, too, got set. Then the fight started. 

"The first time two of our fighters pressed their trig- 
gers two Jap bombers fell. Soon bombers were falling like 
flies all over the sky. As the Jap leader fell he tried to 
strafe the bridge of the U. S. carrier but failed. In seven 
to ten minutes of fighting all the Jap planes were driven 
away and most of them were destroyed. No bombs hit 
the water close to the carrier." 

At this point O'Hare spoke up and described the next 
phase of the fighting. "Fifteen minutes later another 
group of twin-engined Jap bombers came on. This time 
we weren't quite as ready for them, since most of the 
fighters were being refueled and getting ammunition. 
Thach and another plane were off chasing what was left 
of the first Jap flight, and I was alone with one other 
plane over the ship. 

"It soon developed that that plane, because of difficulty 
with the guns, was unable to fight so I was alone against 
nine Jap bombers. 

"I first contacted them about twelve miles away from 
the ship," O'Hare went on. "They were flying fast and 
straight, straight for the carrier which they had apparently 
been ordered to get at all costs. Counting three machine 
guns and a cannon on each plane I figured I had to worry 
about twenty-seven different guns—not all at once, of 
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course. I got above them and prepared for the first group 
to pass. Quickly I dropped, pressed the trigger and saw 
two of them get hit and drop out. They burst into flames 
and fell. Actually, I figured, there wasn’t much to do 
except shoot at them. I would go for one, let him have it, 
then pull out quick so that the exploding, burning plane 
would not fall on top of me. Then I'd go for the next 
one like the first. 

"These bombers were coming in formations of three. 
On the first pass I hit planes on the right afterend. Then 
I went over to the left side and started up the line. 

"In this way I shot down five and damaged one or two 
of the nine bombers. The last Jap I went after I could 
have downed except my gun stopped after ten rounds 
when I ran out of ammunition. My whole action took 
only three or four minutes. They tell me there were some- 
times three falling planes in the air at once. I was still 
worried though because what Jap planes were left got 
through to the carrier, 

“Fortunately other U. S. planes were now up in the air 
to give me support. They chased the Japs away, and 
though bombs dropped. within 50 yards of the carrier, 
they did no damage. When the fight was over I thought 
Td lost my voice. I screamed in the cockpit to see if my 
voice was OK. It was. Only the transmitter had gone 
sour. By nighttime we had shot down eighteen of twenty 


Jap planes seen that day. One other was damaged and 
probably didn't get home.” 
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DESERT BATTLE 
By Quentin Reynolds. By radio from Cairo" 


Somewhere in the African desert a burning sun looked 
down on a group of soldiers huddled in shallow trenches on a 
plateau. First came the German tanks and then later, in the 
light of a half-moon, came the Stukas. This story tells you how 
desert warfare looks, and feels, and sounds. 


We had been surrounded on three sides; now word had 
come from our reconnaissance planes that fifty Hun tanks 
were coming from the fourth side to attack us. Finally 
in the distance we heard the unmistakeable quick, sharp 
bark of tank guns. They had opened fire with their 
seventy-fives at seven thousand yards. Soon the artillery 
supporting this division began to answer. Reports came to 

е general commanding every few minutes. He stood 
there with a six-day beard on his face and with his uniform 
in tatters, and there was something magnificent about his 
calmness. The reports were bad at first. Six British guns 
had been put out of action. The tanks were approaching 
closer to our plateau. They wanted it badly because it was 
a vantage point commanding this part of the desert. The 
general smiled when a grimy dispatch rider hopped off 
his motorcycle and blurted out, “We got seven of them.” 
Seven of the big tanks lay burning in the desert less than 

"From Collier's, January 3 and 10, 1942. Excerpts from "Desert 
Tank Battle,” by Quentin Reynolds. Used with the permission of 


the author and Colliers, Copyright, 1942, The Crowell-Collier 
Publishing Company. 
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three miles away. Then he repeated the message in more 
military terms. But the others came on, and suddenly the 
general said casually, “There they are.” 

There they were. They were in single file, a departure 
from their usual attacking methods. Now they were only 
a mile away, and I counted twenty-three of them. They 
were for the most part the big Mark Four type, General 
Rommell’s pets. Shells burst around them, sending up 
quick bursts of sand and smoke that hung in the still air. 
Sharp red flashes broke from the tanks, and lazy puffs of 
white smoke followed. We on the plateau were quiet and 
tense now. The guns from the other three sides began 
to throw shells at us, but we were too occupied in the 
amazing desert drama to hide in our trenches. Then one 
of the tanks received a direct hit. Its nose rose slightly in 
the air; it leaned drunkenly on its side; and then a column 
of black smoke spiraled up from it. The soldiers with me 
let out a yell. This might have been a football match with 
Us as interested spectators. 

Another tank was hit and still another, and now a pall 
of smoke hung over the battleground. The tanks were 
close to the borders of the mine fields surrounding our 
Plateau. They tried to keep their single file, flanked by 
armored cars, There were five of them burning now, and 
the rest looked like bewildered beetles being attacked by 
some small vicious, unseen insect. 

N B Fork one ies I saw ten tanks go up in smoke, 

nana xm "i Sp enough. The surviving tanks 

Ed y paintully, slowly, uncertainly. Some limped 

асу, and you knew that these were hurt. Their blunt 

Noses swerved away from our plateau toward the west; 
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toward the protection of their guns, which were still 
shelling us viciously. Slowly the tanks merged with the 
horizon, and then they disappeared. And the shelling 
stopped, and a heavy exhausted quiet descended upon the 
desert, and we realized that we were limp with tiredness 
and with the burning heat of the sun. Official reports 
came in. The artillery had destroyed fifteen tanks within 
four hours—a nice morning’s bag. 

We slept well, but our awakening was rude. In my 
sleep I heard a steady buzzing, and it grew louder, and 
automatically I tried to brush away a mosquito that wasn’t 
there, and then suddenly I was wide awake. The airplane 
was quite low. My watch said 4:45. The half moon gave 
little light to our battered plateau. The sky was a black 
curtain of velvet splashed with a million golden stars. I 
got out of my blanket, wondering idly whether this plane 
was one of “ours” or one of “theirs.” We were not long in 
any doubt. There was a soft swish of something flying 
through the air, and then, high above, a burst of light 
blossomed to hang against the blackness, to light our small 
world. He dropped two more flares, one directly over us. 
He was like a surgeon preparing for a major operation. 
The flares were arranged methodically, and now our 
plateau was bathed in a penetrating white light. Flares 
sink very slowly and burn for five minutes. And now we 
knew that we were in for it. 

For a minute or so the plane merely circled casually, 
and we huddled down in our very shallow trenches, wait- 
ing for it to come at us. We knew that we were in for a 
taste of the most horrible attack that modern warfare has 
as yet devised—dive bombing. I looked up and saw the 
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plane, ghostly white in the light of the flares, standing 
distinctly against the black star-specked dome of the sky. 
It was just 5 A.M. And then I ducked quickly in the 
trench, for the noise of the motor had changed from a 
steady drone to a high, singing whine as the pilot leaned 
against his stick and pointed his airplane earthward. 

The whine changed to a scream as the plane, loaded 
with death, hurled itself through the air. He was coming 
directly for our small patch of four short trenches. He 
dove to what seemed a hundred feet, and then came the 
bombs. They landed, and the world shook unsteadily, 
and the earth trembled, and the sides of my pitifully small 
trench dislodged sand and rock, and covered me with 
them, and the concussion threw me heavily against the side 
of the narrow trench, and a blast sent sharp flashes of pain 
through my head. And then he was gone. There was 
quiet, except for the drone of his motors above. There was 
the smell of smoke, and a new sound, a crackling noise. 
I stood up and saw that a large supply truck forty yards 
from my trench had received a direct hit. It was burning 
brightly. 

I heard the plane returning and it was time to fall face 
downward in the loose sand at the bottom of the trench. 

He was not alone this time. Word had gone out that 
there was good hunting to be had here on our plateau 
where a regiment of British soldiers lay hidden in the 
sand. They dropped more flares and circled casually, and 
the drone of the motors crept into your brain so that you 
wondered if the uneven hum would ever leave you. There 
were five of them. But now the Huns knew that we had 
no antiaircraft guns close enough to bother them, so they 
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took their time. There was a minor explosion close by, 
and I stuck my head above the trench. I did that by merely 
sitting up. The fire had reached the gas tank of the supply 
truck, and the tank had exploded, a gentle explosion com- 
pared to the sound of the bombs. 

Then, fantastically, the truck came to life. Roman 
candles shot from it in graceful curves. I could only think 
of the fireworks at the New York World’s Fair. The truck 
unluckily had been full of flares and Very lights, and they 
cascaded beautifully from the wreck, blue and green, and 
white, and I could imagine the German pilots up there 
laughing, and talking to one another through their radios, 
saying, “Good joke, eh, Franz? The English shooting fire- 
works at us.” And I was swept with a blind and quite 
illogical hatred of them. Hatred is a good, honest emotion, 
and it is useful, too, because when hatred grips you, fear 
leaves. And now they had decided to paste us again, and 
I flung myself in the trench and hated them. 

All five of them dove at once. The bombs dropped all 
around my small trench, and time stood still, and nothing 
was real except the horrible sound of warfare at its worst. 

They kept the bombing up for forty-five minutes that 
Was an eternity. Then in the east a turquoise strip ap- 
peared on the horizon. It broadened and lightened to 
aquamarine and then the blue faded into a golden light, 
a merciful heralder of the dawn. But one more attack 
remained before the dawn banished these evil creatures of 
the night. This was perhaps the worst. When a plane 
dive-bombs, it cannot drop the very heavy bombs because 
it would itself be caught in the upward blast. These Hun 
planes had been dropping comparatively small hundred 
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pounders—small, perhaps, but each one quite capable of 
killing a hundred men. Now the planes flew high above 
us, and huddling there with our faces in the sand, we 
wondered what new deviltry they were hatching. Then 
came the screams of the big bombs they had been saving 
for last. These were the bombs I'd heard in London, a 
hundred times, and in Moscow, too. They sounded as 
though some celestial giant were tearing a piece of heavy 
silk; they sounded like the screaming of a thousand shrill- 
voiced, tortured demons, and then they landed. Again the 
world around us rocked, and the blast swept through the 
trench, and we embraced the earth of the trench without 
thinking, because by now our consciousness had been en- 
tirely dulled by the noise and the terror of it all. The 
world rocked, and then suddenly the dawn came to blast 
the darkness from the desert, and the desert was quiet 
except for the crackling of the flames from the burning 
trucks and the faint hum of the retreating Jerry planes. 
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NIGHT FLIGHT OVER ENGLAND 


By William W. White. By telephone 
from London' 


How would it feel to meet a German bomber at night some- 
where over the English countryside? Or perhaps watch a Ger- 
man raid on an east-coast English town from 2000 feet in the 
air? Almost anything might happen up in the skies in the dark 
of the night. After weeks of waiting, the British Air Ministry 
granted Mr. White permission to go on a “non-operational” 
flight over England with an all-Canadian fighter squadron 
equipped with Bostons. What did happen you will read in the 
following story, which has a “surprise” ending. 


————————————————— 


The weather turned slightly “sour” close to take-off time, 
lessening our chances of spotting enemy aircraft, which 
are difficult enough to find even on cloudless, moonlit 
nights; but we took off anyway, at 1:32 am. The wing 
commander explained the “intruder” exercise he had 
planned—which meant going up the English Channel 
for fifty miles, then sweeping inland and “stooging” 
around a British airdrome and theoretically waiting to : 
pounce on any “enemy” planes about to take off or land 
—was “almost as good as the real thing.” That could 
only mean one thing—there might be a chance of bag- 
ging a real “Jerry.” 

But once in the air, skipping through alternate layers 
of wispy cloud, patches of bright moonlight and thick 


"From The New York Herald Tribune, July 5, 1942. Copyright, 
1942, New York Tribune, Inc. 
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mist, the story took on a different aspect. Through the 
intercommunications system the blond nineteen-year-old 
pilot called, “Look to your right! Looks like they’re 
plastering Norwich!” 

Sure enough, there it was—a raid witnessed from the 
best air-raid shelter in the world. Through the murky 
gray clouds, needle-thin, lightning-like fingers of bur- 
nished gold shot into the sky. "That's ack-ack (anti- 
aircraft fire),” the pilot yelled. Then rose-tinted flashes 
spread along the ground as bombs exploded. For almost 
the entire two hours and twelve minutes of the trip there 
was hardly a let-up. There was no noise, but anybody 
who had been in London during the blitz could dub in 
his own sound track. 

The two of us, padded grotesquely with yellow “Mae- 
West” life-saving jackets and weighted down with para- 
chute harness, gave up our role of spectators and became 
active participants when the voice in the earphones sharply 
reminded us, “Watch out for any Jerries. We'll have to 
get out of the way, since you guys haven’t got any rear 
gun.” Suddenly the fun of night-flying through enemy- 
infested skies lost its tang, and I wondered if any “Jerry” 
who came upon us would realize that this was strictly a 
“non-operational” flight. 

‚The thought that planes are around you and that you 
might bump into one any second doesn’t ease your tension. 
Then you remember you've forgotten to ask how to open 
your parachute hatch—and anyway, your parachute is 
lying somewhere on the floor and you can’t bend down 
and get it, since you're packed into the gun turret as 
tightly as two fat men in a phone booth. 
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Keeping alive seems to become more complicated 
every second. The clouds, which a second ago formed a 
lovely, snow-white carpet underfoot, close in, choking 
out the half-daylight and plunging the plane into a dim 
mist, and you hear the observer beg the pilot to “try to 
find an opening.” 

The plane dives and you lose all desire to be an R.A.F. 
hero when you hear the pilot say, “This blankety-blank 
altimeter showed 200 feet, but I could have reached out 
and put a handful of water on that last dive. There’s 
something wrong.” Incidentally, the clouds were so thick 
we never found the “enemy airdrome.” 

The earphones clattered in a Chinese dialect, and the 
pilot said, "They're ordering us home. The weather's 
closing down.” Then I asked, “How do you manage to 
get down at night with no ceiling?” “You'll find out—if 
we get down,” he replied. I thought he was joking. He 
wasn’t. 

For the next two or three years or so it seemed, we 
cruised around, diving and climbing, trying to find an 
opening. One developed about three hundred feet from 
the ground near the station. A few minutes after we 
landed the rain came down in torrents, but we could still 
see the reflected flashes of German bombs and hear the 
sharp crack of anti-aircraft guns, so I still had a story— 
or thought I did until the commanding officer assured us 
there had been no Germans over England at all, that the 
ack-ack flashes were lightning (close) and the bomb 
flashes were lightning (not so close). 

What we did not know until we landed was that the 
“Ops [Operations] Room” started calling us twenty 
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minutes after we took off, trying to tell us to hurry home 
because it knew the weather was getting bad and was 
afraid we might have to circle around helplessly for hours 
or until the gasoline tanks went dry. It’s just as well we 
didn’t know. 


RUSSIAN GIRL SNIPER 


By Lieutenant Lyudmila Pavlichenko, Army of 
the U.S.S.R.* 


When Lyudmila Pavlichenko was in her teens, like thou- 
sands of other girls, she liked all kinds of athletics—running, 
jumping, discus-throwing, rowing, swimming. She was not 
interested in shooting until she heard a boy boast how good he 
was at it. Little did she think then that one day she would be 
fighting for her country and that for her bravery and marks- 
manship she would win some of the most prized Russian 
medals. This story of her life was written by Lieutenant Рау- 
lichenko during a visit to the United States and Canada. 


To begin with: I am a Ukrainian. I was born in the town 
of Belaya, Tserkov, not far from Kiev, twenty-six years 
ago. I am a most ordinary looking girl, medium height 
and with dark brown hair, which I used to wear long. I 
had to have it cut short as soon as war broke out, and now 
my cap covers it easily. For the rest, I have no particular 
distinguishing marks, except for a little scar on my fore- 
head just above the bridge of my nose. That is a mark left 
by a German long-range shell splinter. I have four of 
these scars, by the way, but they don’t bother me and 
didn’t keep me very long in the hospital. 

A few years ago I was invited to enter the Military En- 
gineering School, but I wouldn't hear of it: least of all was I 


"From the Information Bulletin of the Embassy of the Union of 
Soviet Socialist Republics, August 29, 1942. Used with the permis- 
sion of the Embassy of the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics. 
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thinking then of war and military affairs. I was interested 
in history. In 1937 I entered Kiev University; I dreamt of be- 
coming a scholar, instead of which, I have become a sniper. 

I learned to shoot a long time ago, before I went to 
the university. It was purely accidental that I took it up. 
I was very keen on all kinds of athletics—running, jump- 
ing, discus-throwing, rowing, swimming, and I even 
thought of trying my hand at weight-lifting. The only 
thing I was indifferent to was shooting. Then I happened 
to hear a boy boast about how he had made eight out of 
ten points at a shooting range. I took a fancy to shooting 
at once—went in for it properly—and by 1938 I had gone 
through a snipers’s school. 

In the summer of 1941 I was in Odessa and fell ill just 
before the war. On June 15th I went into a sanatorium— 
on the 22d I came out. The war cured me at once of all 
my ailments. 

They wouldn’t take girls in the army, so I had to resort 
to all kinds of tricks to get in. And after a long time I 
did—I was a soldier like the rest—and took part in the 
defense of Odessa. 

Let me tell you how I opened my personal account with 
the enemy; things like this aren’t easily forgotten! My 
turn came to occupy the firing position. I lay there and 
watched the Rumanians digging themselves in only three 
or four hundred yards away. We were strictly forbidden 
by the commander to shoot without his permission. I 
passed the word down the line, “May I fire?” and waited 
impatiently for a reply. Instead the commander sent back 
the question, “Are you sure of hitting them?” 

"Yes!" I said. 
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“Then fire!” 

I got a grip on myself, forced myself to be steady and 
cool, took very careful aim—and fired! My Rumanian 
flung up his arms and dropped. I waited for a fraction of 
a second. Another head appeared over the top. I got that 
one, too. A third Rumanian cleared out. 

Snipers’ work is by no means easy. You go out while 
it is dark, at four or four-thirty, and come back late at 
night. You need great self-control, will-power, and en- 
durance to lie fifteen hours at a stretch without moving. 
The slightest start may mean death. Though we snipers 
are hunters, we are also fair game for enemy snipers. 
Every step we take is under observation of enemy snipers 
—spotters. They try to mark our firing positions and keep 
them under machine-gun and artillery fire. That is why 
each of us has several firing positions—I am never more 
than two days at the same one—and you shoot only when 
you are quite sure of your aim, because every unnecessary 
shot gives away your position. 

It was the German snipers who taught me caution, en- 
durance, and restraint. If I so much as stirred a finger, a 
bullet would whistle just over my head, or at the back of 
my legs. Occasionally a German tin hat would appear, 
just a fraction of it, and you think, “ГЇЇ get that Fritz!” 
You fire and the tin hat waggles like the head of a toy 
elephant and disappears. It was only a German decoy to 
make the sniper betray his position. Following that, the 
Germans usually opened such a squall of fire that you 
dared not even raise your head. It was just terrible. From 
sheer fright you would call out, “machine gunners—save 
me!” Then the gunners would open fire—quiet the Ger- 
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mans down a bit—and you would be able to crawl back, 
more dead than alive, for a breathing space. 

Of course that was only at the beginning. Afterwards 
I got used to the fire and the German tactics. I learned all 
their tricks, and how to keep my position a dead secret. 
After a while, things went very well. 

We defended Odessa until October. Then orders came 
to evacuate. Evacuation was done in an exemplary man- 
ner. We took positively everything with us aboard ship. 
The airmen took their old wheels with them, and the 
cavalry even old horseshoes. So we went aboard and 
started for Sevastopol. Much has been written about 
Sevastopol. The history of wars can show nothing to 
compare with the defense of Sevastopol. We were one odd 
Russian to every ten Germans. One thousand and five 
hundred planes flew over the long-suffering town every 
day. The air shook with incessant cannonading, exploding 
shells and bombs. The sun was blotted out by clouds of 
dust and earth. We hadn’t enough shells or food, but we 
hung on. The city had ceased to be—there was nothing 
save a heap of ruins—but still we hung on, battling from 
our stand on the ruins, shooting from behind every build- 
ing, every elevation, or mound. 

Not a clod of Sevastopol ground was given up without 
a fierce fight—not a step did we retreat without orders! 
We mowed down the Hitlerites like ripe grain. Drunk 
with blood as with vodka they swept headlong into the 
jaws of death. Fresh German divisions were driven in to 
take the place of those fallen—there was no end to them! 
The Germans had to pay a high price—too high—for the 
ruin that was once Sevastopol. 


62 


U. 8. Army 


Lieutenant Lyudmila Pavlichenko, outstanding Russian 
girl sniper 
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Snipers were kept busy those days. We made things 
unpleasant for the Germans. They were terrified of us, 
and cursed us. No wonder—150 of our snipers had de- 
stroyed 1080 Fascists in twenty days! I myself trained 80 
snipers during the war. Altogether they destroyed over 
2000 Germans. 

The Hitlerites did their utmost but wore themselves 
out trying to discover the whereabouts of our snipers and 
put them out of action. They spared neither men nor 
means on this. They would open sniper fire as during an 
offensive. 

We found it very difficult to work. Every inch of 
ground was under fire—every bush or shrub that could 
afford cover for a sniper was marked down by the Ger- 
mans. They not only knew our positions but they knew 
the snipers by name. I have heard them more than once 
shout through a loud-speaker, “Lyudmila Pavlichenko, 
come over to us. We will give you lots of chocolate and 
make you an officer.” After a while they went into threats 
and you would hear the voice that had been so ingratiat- 
ing bellow furiously, “You had better keep out of our way, 
Pavlichenko!” On my last day at the front they yelled, 
"IÉ we catch you, we will tear you into 309 pieces and 
scatter them to the winds!” The figure “309” was the 
number of Fascists I had killed. They even knew that! 

But they needn’t have worried. Neither I nor any of 
our snipers had the slightest intention of falling into their 
clutches. My friend Nikolai Koval was caught in an 
ambush. Ten Germans surrounded him and told him to 
surrender. In reply, Koval flung a grenade, blew up him- 
self and six Germans at the same time. 
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It seems to me that at the present time the principal 
task of every honest young man, regardless of his nation- 
ality, religious convictions and political views, is to ex- 
terminate the Hitlerites relentlessly. Everyone to whom 
his country’s freedom, honor, and independence are dear, 
and who wants to save his family, should take to arms and 
fight the Fascists—fight them wherever he can—north or 
south, east or west, in the Don River steppes, or the plains 
of France, in the Norwegian fiords, or the Greek hills. 
He should not wait until the enemies come and seek him 
out, but he should go seek them out and destroy them! 
Every German killed is a step along the road to the libera- 
tion of mankind from Hitlerism. 
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HOW THE R.A.F. DOES IT 
By Russell Owen‘ 


“Last night a large force of bombers attacked targets in the 
Ruhr and Rhineland.” Throughout the far-flung British Em- 
pire, in the United States, in Russia, in China, in South Amer- 
ica, over the secret listening stations in France, Holland, 
Belgium, Czechoslovakia, Jugoslavia, Norway, Greece, and 
elsewhere, where those who loved freedom could still cheer in 
their hearts, such communiqués as this were greeted as steps 
forward in the hard march to victory. Back of each bombing 
raid lies an enormously complicated piece of planning, such as 
this story describes. 


The pressure of warfare has produced in the air forces 
one of the most efficient weapons the world has ever seen. 
It is not merely a matter of flying a plane—this bombing 
business. It is not merely a matter of courage. It is a task 
of coordination, of constant watchfulness and observation, 
of photography, mechanical perfection, teamwork among 
the crew and among the ground forces, cool, calm judg- 
ment in the midst of hell. 

Naturally, these bombing operations start at the top, in 
the office of the grand strategists, who decide what should 
be destroyed first and inform the commander in chief of 
the air force. He, in his underground, quiet chamber, 
decides what forces to use and the best way in which to 


*From The New York Times Magazine, June 7, 1942. Used 
with the permission of the author and The New York Times. 
Copyright, 1942, The New York Times Company. 
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use them. Surrounded by maps and weather charts, with 
pins showing targets, and after consultations with his 
meteorological expert, he makes his plans. The number 
of planes from each group to be dispatched, their objective, 
and the number and type of bombs they will use are 
determined. 

A group covers a large territory, and in it are many 
squadrons. The group commander, according to weather 
in his locality and the type and number of planes at his 
disposal, decides what squadrons to use. Then the orders 
go out to the stations, where the squadrons are dispersed. 

When the orders reach station headquarters there takes 
place a lot of fast action. The bombs are trundled out on 
carriages and loaded in the planes, and a good “bombing- 
up” squad of twenty-eight men can load fifteen aircraft 
in two hours. The planes have been checked by mechanics 
and riggers, holes have been plugged, repairs made, elec- 
trical and oxygen systems inspected. The intercommunica- 
tion telephone system comes in for special care, for 
through it the captain controls the operations of his crew 
and gets reports from them which affect his own tactics. 

Then the crews, young men who have been sleeping 
or playing tennis or reading, doing what they please in an 
atmosphere most conducive to relaxation, go into what 
the British call the Briefing Room—a somewhat legalistic 
phrase—for their instructions, They are told what they 
have to do, what their target is, its importance, and the 
main features in every area that should be hit. If it is an 
oil plant they аге töld to hit the dehydrogenation plant, 
if possible, and to knock out the compressor house, which 
will create an explosion all its own. Lines of approach 
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are indicated, although the final decision is left to the 
leader. And the instructions conclude, 

“Get right up to your target and do your stuff.” 

Crews are told what enemy defensive action they may 
expect, whether from anti-aircraft fire or fighters, where 
the searchlights are, and the barrage balloons. They are * 
told how to come back home, what weather they may 
expect when they arrive, and what the wireless frequencies 
are for the night. They don’t use the wireless unless it is 
absolutely necessary for navigation. Dead reckoning and 
the stars—if the stars are out—are their main reliances, a 
fact which explains why bad weather so often checks 
bombing flights over Germany. 

The time comes and they roar off, one after another, 
at intervals of a few minutes, to join formation later. In- 
side the planes it is dark. The navigator works under a 
pale amber light, as does the radio operator. The rear 
gunner sits alone out in the tail, detached from all the 
world, so that he can see the body of his plane only by 
turning sideways. This position bothers some men, to 
others it gives a sense of unreal and fascinating detach- 
ment. It is the rear gunner's job to watch for attacking 
craft from the rear; and it takes cold nerve to hold fire 
until it will be effective. 

Dodging through the clouds, with wings gathering ice 
and propellers sometimes throwing it, windshields rimed 
at cold heights which often reach 35,000 feet where the 
temperature drops to 50 below zero, the bombers wing 
their way through anti-aircraft fire, beating off attacks, to 
their objective. Once there the navigator drops his parallel 
rules and his logarithms and tables of figures and crawls 
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forward to the bomber’s cockpit. On the larger American 
machines there is a regular bombardier—as we call him— 
as well as a navigator, and the navigator may man a 
machine gun if a mate is knocked out. 

Then the bombardier guides the pilot over the target 
disregarding the shell bursts near by, and drops his huge 
bombs and incendiaries, either together or singly, as he 
wishes. When he has done his job, he calls to the pilot, 
“Bombs gone.” A swift turn and climb, the gunners 
fighting off opposition, and the plane heads for home. 

The stories of some of those trips are almost beyond 
belief. Pilots shot, crews unconscious from altitude be- 
cause oxygen pipes were broken, parts of the planes shot 
away or on fire, landing gear carried away—and yet many 
get home even from such flights, and are guided down the 
flare-lighted path to a desperate landing. 

The watchers on the operations towers heave a sigh, 
and wait for the next plane. 


FIRST CALL ON TOKYO 
By Brigadier General James Harold Doolittle 


At 12.30, Saturday, April 18, 1942, in full daylight a fleet of 
United States bombers swept in from the sea. For the first time 
in 2602 years Japan was subjected to enemy assault on its island 
cities. This was the answer to the cry that had come from mil» 
lions of Americans immediately after December 7. Realistic 
people, however, scanning their war maps saw that Tokyo was 
3850 miles from Pearl Harbor, 2460 miles from Dutch Harbor, 
2419 miles from Midway (which had no bombers for such a 
task), 5131 miles from San Francisco. Only Vladivostock was 
close at hand, but Russia and Japan were at peace. Laughingly 
President Roosevelt said that the planes came from Shangri-La 
—from nowhere. Almost a month later it was revealed that the 
leader of the seventy-nine volunteers in the twin-motored B-25's 
Which made the attack was none other than the famous 
"Jimmy" Doolittle, an aeronautical engineer and one of the 
world's greatest speed flyers. His aviation career began as an 
aviator in the United States forces in the First World War. As 
a professional soldier he was the first to take off, fly, and land 
by instruments. He set distance records and tested wings and 
engines. Once on a mission to a South American country to 
sell planes for an American company he learned that a German 
aviation ace had showed up at the same place on a similar mis- 
Sion for a German aviation company. Doolittle was in the 
hospital with two broken ankles, his feet in plaster casts. Hear- 
ing that the German was to give a demonstration, Doolittle 
ordered his plane warmed up and went into the air despite 
the plaster casts and his doctor's protests. He outstunted the 
German, won a dog-fight exhibition, got on the German's tail, 
and "flew" him down to the ground. The South Americans 
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cheered. On July 1, 1940, Doolittle re-entered the Army Air 
Corps. On the day of Pearl Harbor he told friends, “I’m going 
to get in this thing with both feet. I’m going to Tokyo with a 
load of bombs.” General Doolittle’s statement of the bombing 
was released at the White House, where he went to receive the 
Congressional Medal of Honor from President Roosevelt. All 
the volunteers who accompanied him were nominated for the 
Distinguished Service Cross. Where the planes came from and 
where they went remained, for the time being, a secret. 


The success of the recent air raid on Japan exceeded our 
most optimistic expectations. Each plane was assigned 
specific targets and the bombardiers carried out their ex- 
pert duties with admirable precision. 

Since the raid was made in fair weather in the middle of 
the day and from a very low altitude, no trouble whatever 
was experienced in finding the exact target designated. 
Apparently there was no advance warning of the raid, as 
we experienced little hostile reaction. Not more than thirty 
Japanese pursuit planes were observed during the flight and 
they were completely ineffective. Several we know were 
shot down, possibly more. Incidentally, the pilots of these 
planes seemed somewhat inexperienced, evidently not up 
to the standard of those encountered in active theatres. 

We approached our objectives just over the housetops, 
but bombed at 1500 feet. The target for one plane was a 
portion of the navy yard south of Tokyo, in reaching 
which it had passed over what apparently was a flying 
school, as there were a number of planes in the air. One 
salvo made a direct hit on a new cruiser or battleship under 
construction. They left it in flames. 
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After releasing our bombs we dived again to the tree- 
tops and went to the coast at that altitude to avoid anti- 
aircraft fire. 

Along the coast line we observed several squadrons of 
destroyers and some cruisers and battleships. About 
twenty-five or thirty miles to sea the rear gunners reported 
seeing columns of smoke rising thousands of feet in 
the air. 

One of our bombardiers strewed incendiary bombs 
along a quarter of a mile of aircraft factory near Nogoya. 
Another illuminated a tank farm. However, flying at such 
low altitudes made it very difficult to observe the result 
following the impact of the bombs. 

We could see the strike, but our field of vision was 
greatly restricted by the speed of the plane and the low 
altitude at which we were flying. Even so, one of our 
party observed a ball game in progress. The players and 
spectators did not start their run for cover until just as 
the field passed out of sight. 

Pilots, bombardiers and all members of the crew per- 
formed their duties with great calmness and remarkable 
Precision. It appeared to us that practically every bomb 
reached the target for which it was intended. We would 
like to have tarried and watched the later developments 
of fire and explosion, but even so we were fortunate to 
receive a fairly detailed report from the excited Japanese 
radio broadcasts. It took them several hours to calm down 
to deception and accusation. 


The citation for the Congressional Medal of Honor which 
General Doolittle received was read by General George C. 


71 


Marshall, chief of staff of the United States Army, at the White 
House presentation ceremony : 


“Brigadier General James H. Doolittle, United States Army, 
for conspicuous leadership above and beyond the call of duty, 
involving personal valor and intrepidity at an extreme hazard 
of life. With the apparent certainty of being forced to land in 
enemy territory or to perish at sea, General Doolittle personally 
led a squadron of Army bombers, manned by volunteer crews, 
in a highly destructive raid on the Japanese mainland.” 
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THE FIGHTING-EST OUTFIT 
IN THE BRITISH ARMY—THE COMMANDOS 


By J. Wilson McCutchan 


Noisy little gunboats blast at Nazi pillboxes. Men creep 
ashore and blow up pumping stations, bridges, and buildings. 
Overhead bombers roar and pound. The Commandos are at it 
again. Organized and first commanded by Admiral Sir Roger 
Keyes, hero of Zeebrugge (some credit General Sir Archibald 
Wavell with the first idea), the Commandos have established a 
magnificent name for themselves and have won enough battle 
honors to rival any old-line regiment in the British Empire. 
This story tells what it takes to be a Commando and of some 
of their activities in Africa. 


The Commandos bob up in France, wreck a strategic dock 
or power plant, grab a few prisoners, vanish. They make 
a dark-night foray on the coast of France or Norway. 
They harass an Axis outpost in Libya. 

Commandos are the super-guerillas, the modern Apaches 
of the British Army. They are a tough, hard-trained, ruth- 
less hit-and-run corps, the pick of the daredevils of the 
modern armies. They spread apprehension, disorganiza- 
tion, confusion, destruction, terror, wherever they land. 

The name Commando goes back to South Africa, 
where it was applied to quasi-military expeditions sent by 


"From The New York Times Magazine, April 5, 1942, "Hard- 
Hitting Commandos,” under the pen name of Peter Locke. Used 
with the permission of the author and The New York Times. 
Copyright, 1942, The New York Times Company. 
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the Boers against the natives. Later it was used when those 
same Boers put some very efficient and destructive bands 
of organized guerillas in the field and gave the English 
nasty wallops that have been remembered for forty-odd 
years. There's a man in the British War Cabinet who has ' 
vivid memories of South Africa and the Boer War. His 
name is Winston Churchill. 

For operational purposes the regiment has established 
battalions of flexible size at different points. Oldest in 
point of service are the English, Scottish, and Middle East 
Commandos. More recent are the Canadian, Indian, and 
Australian units. The names, except for the Canadian and 
Australian groups, indicate zones of activity rather than 
origin of personnel. All are off-shoots of the original unit, 
members of which assist in the training of the new men. 
Like the amoeba they are self-propagating. Most obvious 
advantage of their organization is this flexibility of com- 
‘mand and movement. Red tape is reduced to a minimum 
and Commandos have disproved the adage that one can 
be in only one place at a time. 

Appointment to the Commandos is limited to men who 
have done at least eighteen months with a regular infantry, 
cavalry, or artillery regiment. It promises a man no pro- 
motion in rank, no mention in dispatches, no decorations, 
and the nerviest, most daredevil jobs going. There is no 
extra pay for additional risks. 

Every man who seeks a transfer to the Commandos 
must get the personal recommendation of his former 
colonel, together with his approval of the change, and, in 
theory, he must be unmarried and without dependents 
back home. Commando service is thus purely voluntary, 
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for officers and men alike, but so many applications are 
received that the ranks might be filled three times over. 

One group of one hundred and twenty men with whom 
I spent some two weeks on a troopship could muster men 
who had been in the Royal Irish Fusiliers, Royal Horse 
Guards (Household Cavalry), Durham Light Infantry, 
Northumberland Fusiliers, Twenty-first Lancers, and 
others. The sergeant major was from the Cameron High- 
landers, and a second lieutenant from the Black Watch. 
There were a Norwegian and two Americans. Like their 
comrades, they had transferred from other British units. 

English, Scotch, Irish, American, they are alike in two 
things: supreme confidence in self and in the regiment 
and an overwhelming desire to get at Jerry. Most of them 
are big men who can think and move quickly. A few are 
small and wiry, quite capable of taking care of themselves. 
All are in first-class physical condition and keep that way. 
They don’t have a chance to get muscle-bound, and none 
would pass for “Sweethearts on Parade.” All have a far- 
away look in eyes of steel that seldom twinkle. The 
twinkle will come again after the war. 

Probably the biggest difference between the Com- 
mandos and the ordinary British regiment is the spirit of 
democracy which runs through all ranks. You don’t high 
hat the man who may come up behind you just when you 
need him most. It isn’t easy in the dark to keep a husky 
German sentry from letting out a yell that will set the 
whole camp loose and ruin everything. 

On duty or off the Commando is the best disciplined, 
most orderly man in the empire armies. A Commando 
man will never let his job in hand or what’s ahead get 
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him down. Worry isn’t his business. That’s for the com- 
manders. The order’s the thing. Every man goes all out 
to reach the objective, at the same time giving perfect 
teamwork to his fellows. Some of them have played on 
the grounds of Eton and Harrow. The result counts. 

Training of these picked men is highly specialized. 
It differs according to the arena of the war and the climate 
and topography in which they are likely to be engaged. 
Swimming noiselessly with full equipment, including pack 
and rifle, may be highly useful to an English Commando, 
but it doesn’t help his brother in the Middle or Far East 
very much. To him desert or jungle sense and toughness 
are more important. 

Six months is the average time necessary to train a 
Commando. In Egypt, where I knew them best, work in 
the desert naturally plays a large part. After practicing 
field tactics and reconnaissance for twelve hours under a 
summer sun in the Suez Canal Zone one company on 
emergency rations and without water did a forced march 
of thirty miles across loose sand between 5 р.м. and mid- 
night. That’s good tramping in anybody’s army. 

Jiu-jitsu is another feature of their program. They call 
it “unarmed personal combat.” A little catch-as-catch-can 
and free-for-all fighting are thrown in for good measure. 
No holds or blows are barred. One man told me, “I spent 
two weeks in bed because I got fresh with the instructor. 
Thought I knew as much as he did.” 

There is a special course in grips and death locks pecul- 
iarly suited to enemy uniforms. Were German and Italian 
sentries not required to wear certain parts of the regula- 
tion equipment at night, they might be alive today. 
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All this training is hard to take. Many never complete 
it but are sent back to their old regiments. Those who 
make the grade limp about with bruises and sprains. 
There’s only one proper way to learn how to break a choke 
hold on your neck. They don’t have time to brush away 
the rocks, and they don’t use mats to practise on either. 

When a man does finish he may feel like a movie star 
coming out of a pro football game, but he has unlimited 
confidence in his own personal ability to meet whatever 
the dark night may offer. 

One of the hardest tests is night stalking and patrol, a 
sergeant from the Royal Horse Guards explained. “They 
string up fifty yards of wire, about ten yards deep and 
fastened to regulation steel posts. Then at either end 
they post sentinels, usually from a rival platoon in your 
own company. Your job is to get through that wire with- 
out being caught. 

"You've got a three-hour period in which to make the 
trial. There are no battle or camp noises to help you and 
every pebble you kick up sounds like a landslide. Those 
chaps on guard don’t sleep the way the Eye-ties (Italians) 
do, either. Good practice though, and these help a lot.” 
He held up a foot for inspection. 

The shoe uppers looked like any ordinary high-top 
army boot of heavy pliable leather. The soles were thick, 
soft rubber. A Commando’s working clothes are as adapt- 
able as the man himself; this isn’t a dress-up war. Charcoal 
and soot off the frying pan help to deaden the highlights 
of face, hands, and metal. Last-minute changes to suit a 
situation are necessary, and the trooper is skilful at using 
available cover and shadows. 
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All the Middle East Commandos saw action in Libya 
and Ethiopia. Cairo seethed with rumors of strange and 
terrible happenings to the Italians and Germans. Italian 
dispatch riders dashed up to headquarters’ tents to find 
senior officers lying with throats cut open. Maps and 
orders thrown upon the ground. Sentries dead on the 
sand without a mark on them. The effect on Axis morale 
was tremendous. And all the while never any mention in 
reports or communiqués of Tommy who was doing the 
work. Nobody worried about that part of it, though. 
These young men enlisted for effect, not for glory. 

Several Commandos got their initiation into real battle 
in East Africa. General Cunningham needed some trouble 
shooters and sent for them. 

Gallabat is listed as one of the British victories of that 
campaign, but part of the Empire Army would gladly 
forget what happened there. What English newspapers 
call “a well-known county regiment” and which we'll call 
the Chiltshires for convenience, did “a bit of a funk.” The 
Italians sent over some smoke shells one afternoon. Some- 
body shouted, “Gas! Gas!” 

Normally the Chiltshires carried their gas masks, but 
somehow on this day they had left them back at the 
ordnance dump. Almost to a man the Chiltshires pulled 
their stakes and left the field to the Italian artillery, who 
couldn’t understand why smoke shells should succeed 
where high explosives had failed, 

What saved the day, but made it worse for the poor 
Chiltshires, was that two of His Majesty's Loyal Indian 
regiments were holding up the flanks, The Indians lowered 
their bayonets, charged through the smoke, and carried 
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Wide World 


British Commandos attack under cover of a smoke screen 


Press Association, Inc. | 


Tough traini 
g ining makes Commandos and Rangers superlative 


fighting outfits 


Press Association, Inc. 


General Douglas MacArthur, a born soldier whose heroic 
defense of the Philippines will be long remembered 


U. 8. Army Signal Corps Photo 

A Filipino soldier of the 151 Filipino Infantry Battalion train- 
ing in the United States practises throwing a hand grenade. 
This battalion will give Filipinos a chance to fight for the 
restoration of their homeland and aven ge ‘Bataan А 


the positions, but the white man’s prestige was gone. No 
longer were the English pukka sahibs [Honorable Sirs]! 

The colonel got the sack along with some junior officers 
of that regiment, but that didn’t help the Indians’ opinion 
any. Something had to be done, and that’s where the 
Commandos enter. Just what they did was not fully told, 
but it was mighty. A rangy, sun-blackened kid from 
Oxfordshire summed it up: “There were only fifty of us. 
My first experience under enemy fire. Our objective was 
the key to the whole battle. ГЇЇ never forget those 
machine-gun bullets clipping the grass three inches above 
my head. There were things on the ground, too. Patrols 
had been out the day before and not all of them had got 
back. Somehow we got there and did the job. Forty-five 
of us got through. We were lucky that time. 

“Next day we got our satisfaction. An Indian non-com 
met a couple of us on our way to the canteen. ‘Pukka 
sahib,’ he said, ‘if there were just one hundred and eighty 
of you we could run these Italians out of this land to- 
morrow.’ That meant more than any citation in dis- 
patches,” 

No mention of the Commandos is complete without a 
word for Fanny. Fanny is the badge of the regiment when 
her miniature is pinned on the big “digger” hat (a large, 
wide-brimmed, campaign hat, cocked on one side and 
dating back to the time of King Charles), and she’s the 
last resort when carried on the hip. Imagine a seven-inch 
curved blade with a knuckle-duster for a handle. That’s 
Fanny. 

Taken from either end, Fanny is altogether the most 
destructive looking weapon ever issued for hand-to-hand 
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fighting. She and her miniature sister on the hat were 
designed specially for the Commandos. A trooper feels 
lost without her, though the chances are that he will 
seldom need her. 

A serious young private told me: “She’s not meant to 
cut with. The blade isn’t awfully sharp, better for goug- 
ing and ripping. The brass knuckles are the most useful 
part of her.” 

He looked a little sad and added: "In fact, we're ad- 
vised to wait and use the blade chiefly when the fighting’s 
over. Leaves horrible marks, quite terrifying to whoever 
happens to find the poor fellow first. Sometimes we leave 
Fanny too—just to throw a little fear in the right place.” 
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NIGHTS WITH A NIGHT FIGHTER 


By John R. D. Braham, D.F.C., Squadron Leader, 
R.A.F. By wireless from London* 


One of the most hazardous wartime flying jobs is that of the 
night fighter. He hunts in the dark with German planes as his 
prey. Squadron Leader Braham, who is in his early twenties, 
is one of Britain's night-fighter aces, with nine enemy planes to 
his credit at the time this story was written. Before the war he 
was a post-office clerk in a hamlet near Cambridge, England, 
where his father—an R.A.F. pilot in the last war—is a minister. 


Our squadron was one of the first to be organized almost 
three years ago, just after the war started. Night-fighting 
was an undeveloped art at that time. We had to go up 
night after night in Blenheims against an enemy who out- 
numbered us five, and often ten, to one. 

On those early nights the partly trained Royal Observer 
Corps, inadequate searchlights, and sheer instinct were all 
we had to guide us toward the unseen enémy. Most of 
the time we spent miserable hours in all weathers stooging 
in darkness—"stooging,” if you haven't heard, is the night- 
fighter’s term for a patrol which even today is a bit of a 
bore. During the first few months of the service ground 
observers seldom got us nearer than within five miles of 
our prey. We would pick up from that point and grope 
our way toward him. 

*From The New York Times Magazine, September 13, 1942. 
Used with the permission of the author and The New York Times. 
Copyright, 1942, The New York Times Company. 
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It was not until a few of us got at the Huns that night- 
fighting got into our blood. It becomes a kind of fever 
that a man cannot shake off, once the virus seizes him. 
Anyway, with superb Beaufighters and a vastly improved 
spotting and guiding system, we can look back on it all 
and see the extraordinary development that has taken 
place since we first ventured into the night skies. Our 
bags have increased enormously. I, for one, wouldn't 
change for anything. 

I got my first Hun one night in August, 1940, some- 
where over the Hull district on the East Coast. Search- 
lights picked him out for me, and I was so excited that I 
opened fire long before he entered my gun range. My 
gunner did for him. We saw his plane change into smoke 
and flame, followed him down, and watched him crash 
on the beach. I had been "browned off"—"burned up" is 
the American expression, I think—with profitless stoog- 
ing over cities which the Hun had burned and bombed. 
But this was my dish. АП our lads felt the same when we 
began to get a few of their pack. 

Actually we are little or no different from our lads in 
the day-fighters and day-bombers. It is not true, for 
example, that we have a cat's eye, or that we swallow in- 
* credible amounts of carrots to improve our night vision. 
Our diet is like that of any other flier, though we do get 
liberal doses of halibut liver oil pills. They make up for 
the time we lose out of sunlight—we sleep a good part of 
the day—and they act as a sort of tonic to keep us gen- 
erally fit. 

It is true that many lads among the day-fighters never 
make night-fighters. This is because their vision is slightly 
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less sharp than ours. Most of our men, as a matter of fact, 
are former day-fighters and day-bombers. On the average 
our men are a little older than the crews on day operation. 

Experience is the prime factor, of course. A man 
doesn’t really get the hang of things under six months of 
night flying. About that time a lad begins to think he has 
got his business “buttoned up,” as we put it. This is espe- 
cially true if he has bagged a Hun or two, and some lads do 
have rotten luck. We have good men in our squadron who 
have two hundred hours of night stooging to their credit, 
but just never had the good fortune to meet up with Jerry. 

On the other hand, some of our chaps have had the 
tare good luck to shoot down a Hun the first time out. 
That is almost like pricking your finger on a needle in a 
haystack with the first jab in the dark. It doesn’t happen 
often. It takes time and patience—indeed, you rather 
develop a sort of nose for it and become a nocturnal 
pointer, as it were. 

It is probably difficult to understand until you have 
done it, but it is not long before a new night-fighter learns 
to see the enemy on the darkest nights and in the dirtiest 
Weather. You learn to look for tiny reddish spots of flame 
from the exhaust of the Hun’s motors. You spot them 
More quickly on dark nights than you do on clear nights. 
When stars are sharp and brilliant or when there is a 
flood of moonlight, the exhaust flame pales and is harder 
to pick out, l 

After a little while on the darkest night and from the 
highest altitudes you can pick out where the land or the 
shore ends, where the sea or the channel begins. It appears 
to the practiced eye as if it were put in with a pencil. 
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At first enemy ships get by you and vanish before you 
know, but later you learn to pick out the telltale exhaust 
and quickly distinguish the tiny, vague, black thing that 
is your target. The trick then is to close in fast, get on his 
tail at gun-range, and let him have it. 

Clear nights are better, though, in one way. You 
needn't keep your eyes forever changing focus from 
searching the heavens one minute and, the next minute, 
scanning the luminous dials on your dashboard. You spot 
horizons quickly and can even read landmarks—roads 
and railways, for instance—thousands of feet below, as you 
would read a good map under a bright lamp. Then you 
always know where you are, and it is easier on your eyes. 

We scrambled out one night on a quick call and—this 
answers the tosh about cat’s eyes—I tripped over a starting 
battery lying on the field and jolly near broke my neck. 
It was the night I got my second Hun—a Dornier 215. 

We ran across him 12,000 feet up. It was cold in the 
early Beaufighters—we had no heating. The oil had 
frozen in the breach locks of my cannon, and when I 
pressed the firing button, the guns were dead. We chased 
the Hun a distance before my observer got the breach | 
locks cleared and ready for action again. 

We must have been within one hundred yards of 
Jerry's tail when I got in the bursts. He literally blew up. 
Great chunks of the flaming Hun plane flew back at us 
and the explosion rocked us. 

Though I live forever, I shall never forget Coventry, Bir- 
mingham, and Liverpool. How they filled my heart witha 
hatred I had never known before—hatred for creatures who 
would war that way on helpless women and children! 
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Certainly I shall never shut out the picture of burning 
London. When I took off from our airdrome that night, I 
saw the glow of London’s fires even before I had lifted the 
wheels from the runway. From the night sky that fire was 
a fearsome spectacle—as if hell had broken loose on earth. 

As I flew toward London at 12,000 feet up I saw two 
Heinkels about one hundred yards apart in a twin forma- 
tion. I went for the nearest—lefthand one. I-guess we 
fought five minutes, and that is a long fight as night- 
fighting is counted. 

I got in some close bursts but didn't seem to have him 
quite right. I could see white sparks chip off his ship but 
no killing hit. Finally he dived cloudward and I followed, 
and he let me have a taste of his stuff. When you are in 
flight, you hear nothing but your own motors and what 
comes in over your "R.T."—radio telephone—but at that 
moment I heard a sound as if some one was hammering 
sharply on my fuselage. 

I had never heard that sound before. I got in another 
Squirt and put the port engine of the Heinkel out of action. 
He went into a crazy spiral and—so I heard later—crashed 
on Wimbledon Common. The other Heinkel cleared off, 
though why he didn’t pick me off, I have always won- 
dered. 

When I got back to the airdrome late that night, I 
figured out who had been hammering my fuselage. It 
Was that Heinkel I finally dropped. He had put about 
six of his best into my wings fuselage. It was the first time 
that any of my ships had been winged. 

When a night-fighter has put in a number of hours he 
gets “rest”—that is, he is sent to spend six months in 
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training of new kids in the business. I ran into a marvelous 
bit of luck during one of those periods. I had a two-day 
break from this operational training, and I had come back 
in the evening to visit the squadron when word came 
through that the Huns were over Canterbury. 

I asked the commanding officer if he would be good 
enough to lend me a Beaufighter and, much to my delight, 
much to:the disgust of the chap whose ship I got—I got 
another Hun. He had bombed Canterbury and was streak- 
ing homeward, and his crew were probably figuring what 
they would have for breakfast. I had 340 miles per hour 
on my air-speed indicator when I caught up with them. 
I got in a squirt of 250 yards, and his fuselage caught fire. 
He blew up—a big chap—that is a Dornier-100. He went 
down into the sea—one last splash of flame. 

Between operations we lie around the operations hu 
and usually have a bit of small talk. If you are next out— 
that is on “readiness duty"—you wear your Mae West 
flying kit and boots. That is in order that you may lose 
no time getting off. When the fellow turns from the 
phone and says, “Next out,” and gives the enemy altitude 
and course, you tear off immediately. When you are up, 
R.T. keeps you in touch with the enemy's progress and 
brings you fairly close to that point where your eyes 
take over. 

There is a certain beauty that night-fighters come to 
know which day-fighters and the earthbounds shall never 
cast eyes upon. The night-fighter, for example, often 
leaves the ground at dusk when the earth is hazed, dark- 
ened, and clouded in. He ascends 15,000 to 20,000 feet 
where he catches up with the sunset. 
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You don’t see such sunsets from the earth—not the 
same reds, orange and gold as you see spread on clouds 
thousands of feet below. It is often the same when you 
are up before dawn stooging through the sky. Your eyes 
see extraordinary yellow light effects on the clouds an 
hour or two before the earthbounds sight the morning sun. 

Not that you have much time for that sort of thing. 
The pilot who is dreamy and poetic and doesn’t keep his 
mind on his business, won’t live long at night-fighting. 

I would like to get in a word for the chaps who never 
get any credit—certainly not the credit they deserve. I 
mean our ground crews. They make our night fighting 
possible. Without their sweating at our ships and keeping 
them absolutely tuned, we would never get full efficiency 
out of our planes. They are a great lot of lads who work 
on with no thought of special honor and glory. 


WAR COMES TO THE PHILIPPINES 
By Lieutenant Tom Gerrity, United States Air Corps 


a —— M ——————— 


December 7, 1941, is a day that will live forever in American 
history. In the cities, in the towns, in the peaceful countryside 
Americans were stunned, alarmed, angered. On December 7 
to many in the United States an immediate attack upon the 
Pacific coast was a grim possibility, in spite of thousands of 
miles of ocean. What of the Philippines, which lay directly in 
the path of the aggressor? Lieutenant Tom Gerrity of the 
United States Air Corps kept a record of those first days and of 
all the heroic days that were to follow. He wrote in pencil іп a 
dime-store notebook and doubtless never dreamed that his 
words would be read. The first entry was written at Fort 
McKinley on the day the war broke out, December 8, west of 
the International Date Line. Before the fall of Corregidor, 
Lieutenant Gerrity was flown to Australia. At the time this 
book was prepared, he held the rank of major. 


December 8. We were awakened by news that Hawaii has 
been attacked, A state of war exists between the United 
States and Japan. The story seems almost unbelievable. 
To have the Japs make a successful attack on one of our 
strongest fortresses. 

Our group is on the alert. We wear gas masks, steel 
hats, and pistols, Major John Davies has assigned some of 
us to fly B-I8's [medium bombers] on bombardment 
missions, 

*From The Chicago Times, “Bataan Diary,” by Lieutenant Tom 
Gerrity. Copyright, 1942, Chicago Times, Inc. 
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At 9 a.m. we hear Ibas had been attacked and many 
pursuit planes destroyed [Ibas is an airdrome 150 miles 
northwest of Manila]. Clark Field was hit, many For- 
tresses and P-40's were destroyed on the ground. Casualties 
were heavy. 

We had three air raid alarms tonight. I wasn’t im- 
pressed and tried to turn over and get some sleep but 
there was too much excitement around me. On the last 
alarm the Japs did come over, bombing Nichols Field 
from about 1500 feet. 

Overanxious Philippine troops fired 30-caliber machine 
guns at them. It was a pretty sight to see their tracers 
cutting through the night like roman candles—but a use- 
less display. 


December 9. Still waiting for planes from America and 
hoping—been waiting since the 20th. There are often 
rumors that planes are at the dock. Once we even sent 
crews to the dock to assemble them. 

Many flares are being sent up tonight—we suspect much 
Fifth Column activity all around Manila. We can see the 
flares—that’s about all that can be done about it. It’s im- 
possible to hunt them down in the blackout. 


December 10. I was ordered this morning to take a 
bomb load from Nichols Field to bomb the Jap ships in 
Lingayen Bay. We have three B-18’s. Gus Heiss of Hous- 
ton, Texas, Frank P. (“Pete”) Bender of Brooklyn, and I 
piloted them. We loaded the bombers, then got orders 
to take off south because a Jap raid was supposedly due. 

I couldn’t start my right engine and our plane was left 
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behind. I went to the post command and received instruc- 
tions to stand by because some other B-18's were returning. 
I returned to the ship at 11.30 a.m. We worked to get 
the ship in commission. 

Without any warning the Japs came in with Zeros—at 
least fifteen of them. Everyone but the crew chief and I 
got under cover. We stood in front of the plane’s nose 
while the Japs strafed. 

I felt a stinging blow on the back of my left hand, 
looked down, and noticed it was bleeding. The B-18 was 
hit many times by explosive shells. Gas was running from 
the wing tanks into the bomb bay doors which were open, 
so I could see the demolition bombs hanging from the racks. 

The Nips apparently swerved toward my ship because 
it was silver—it hadn’t been camouflaged. After the 15th 
Zero had strafed us we saw our chance to run to a dirt 
pile about fifty feet away. 

I figured then, “If the Japs don’t get me now, they 
never will.” We crawled under a mattress we found there 
just in time. A minute later our plane exploded, throwing 
‚fire all over us. киш. 

We jumped up immediately and ran around the corner 
of the dirt pile to beat the flames. Then bombs from the 
burning plane exploded, raining dirt and debris. 

By this time Г was wringing wet and scared to death. 
І lost contact with the crew chief but ran on to Sergeant 
Eugene Day, another crew chief, who was hiding behind 
a dirt pile, and he joined me under the mattress. 

He turned up a corner of the mattress to take a look 
and was clipped across the bridge of the nose with a 
shrapnel splinter. 
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Then the Jap bombers came over. There were two 
waves. We could hear them, but we were afraid to look. 
When the bombs came, they dropped as close as fifty feet 
away. A few minutes later things began to quiet down. 
I decided to take Day to the post command for first aid. 
We were both weak from the shock of bomb explosions 
and still scared to death. The rest of my crew was O.K. 
I picked them up in a truck and drove to Fort McKinley 
while the doctor patched up Day. 


December 11. Many Air Corps men from Clark and 
Nichols Fields are in the hospital with me. They have 
interesting stories to tell. We had an air raid alarm 
Wednesday night. All patients who could walk gathered 
in the courtyard downstairs. These Manila sirens are 
more alarming than the Jap bombers. 
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A BORN SOLDIER 
By Tom Wolf‘ 


— — — ——— —— — — 


This story is somewhat different from the others in this 
book. It is not strictly a war experience or achievement but 
rather a thumbnail sketch of the man whose life has been all 
"war" experience and achievement. To many Douglas Mac- 


Arthur symbolizes the true fighting spirit. 


То а watching world, General Douglas MacArthur’s long 
defense of Bataan seemed a military miracle. To those 
who knew his long career, it was just MacArthur—the 
same MacArthur whose record was an army legend even 
before the Japs swooped down on Luzon. 

"The General's life story reads like a "Tom Swift in the 
Army,” full of bests, firsts, mosts, and onlys. An army 
man, from the day he was born, he has, in his sixty-two 
years, heard the zing of Indian arrows, the crash of 
Mexican rifles, the thunder of artillery on the Western 
front, and now the explosion of Japanese bombs. His 
valor and distinguished services have won him more 
American decorations—13—than were ever accorded any 
officer, and medals from ten foreign nations besides. 

_ MacArthur graduated from West Point at the head of 
his class in 1903, with the highest scholastic record in 
twenty-five years. At thirty-eight he was the youngest 


*From The Cleveland Press as condensed in The Reader's Digest, 
April, 1942. Excerpts from “MacArthur on Bataan,” by Tom 
Wolf. Used with the permission of The Cleveland Press and The 
Reader's Digest. Copyright, 1942, by the publishers. 
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division commander in the A.E.F. At forty he was the 
youngest commandant ever to run West Point. He became 
Chief of Staff at fifty, the youngest full general in Ameri- 
can history. 

His first recollection was the martial sound of bugles 
at the barracks in Little Rock, Arkansas, where he was 
born in 1880. His first childhood trip was with the army, 
to his father’s new post in New Mexico. There, when he 
was four, he was baptized in battle by an Indian attack. 

When America entered the last war, MacArthur urged 
the development of a division composed of troops from 
every state in the union, to be called the Rainbow Divi- 
sion. A division was created, and Secretary of War Baker, 
recognizing unique organizing talents in the young leader, 
made him the Rainbow’s chief of staff. When the war was 
over, Baker was to call him America’s “greatest front-line 
fighting general.” 

Once in the field there was no holding him. He was 
twice wounded, once gassed. An attack on a machine gun 
nest in which he took part added an oak leaf cluster to 
the DSC he won, because, as the citation said “On a field 
where courage was the rule, his courage was the dominant 
feature.” Disdaining helmet, gas mask, and sidearms, he 
once went with his men into No Man’s Land, armed only 
with a riding crop. They brought back eight German 
prisoners, including a captain. MacArthur went along, he 
said, simply "to let the boys know somebody from head- 
quarters was with them." 

MacArthur's interest in sports won him the presidency 
of the American team that went to the Amsterdam 
Olympics in 1928. The manager of the American boxing 
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team thought his men had got some raw decisions and 
threatened to withdraw from the remaining bouts. Mac- 
Arthur ordered the team back to the ring with the words, 
“Americans don’t quit.” 

In the fall of 1935, Philippine President Quezon ap- 
proached MacArthur with the idea of going to the Islands 
as military adviser. MacArthur accepted. He stormed 
against those who thought the Islands indefensible. 

When MacArthur took over, the Islands’ defense forces 
consisted of 10,000 Philippine Scouts and Constabulary. 
His plan was to raise a conscript army of 40,000 a year, a 
ten years’ total of 400,000. These men, trained at a military 
academy to be founded at Baguio, equipped with planes, 
and given sea protection with a fleet of motor torpedo 
boats, would do the trick, he thought. 

MacArthur set out to instill in the Filipinos by word 
and action the highest military traditions. “Write your 
history in red on the breasts of your enemy” he told them. 
“Only those are fit to live who are not afraid to die for 
their country.” 

Before his plans could be completed, the Japs moved. 

The blow at Pearl Harbor deprived MacArthur of 
protection he had every right to count on. In the face of 
ten to one superiority by an enemy who controlled sea 
and air, his courage and military genius have written one 
of the most inspiring pages in American history. 

During the Manila attack an officer observed that the 
American flag on staff headquarters might serve as a target 
for Jap bombers and asked about removing it. 

“Take. every reasonable precaution,” said MacArthur. 
“But let's keep the flag flying.” 
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BATAAN: WHERE HEROES FELL 


From Time* 


“No Army has ever done so much with so little.” In these 
words General Douglas MacArthur from Australia, where he 
had gone at the request of President Roosevelt, summed up the 
magnificent stand made by the United States-Philippine Army 
against overwhelming Japanese forces. The dogged courage 
with which the men on Bataan fought from their foxholes day 
after day until the end will be long remembered. This is the 
story of the last days and an interpretation of their meaning. 


Bataan finally fell. 

Bataan taught the U. S. a thing it had forgotten: pride 
of arms, pride in what the young men could do when 
tested. 

Bataan taught America a humiliating thing, too: that 
U. S. soldiers could be beaten, could be taught the fullest 
shame of unconditional surrender. And they could be 
given this lesson by the funny pint-sized Jap—who, it 
suddenly appeared, was taut-muscled, courageous, vastly 
menacing. 

The Jap had not changed. He was the same fellow 
Who ran the curio shop in Rockefeller Center, or fished 
off California's coast. What had changed was a U. S. state 
of mind almost as old as the Republic. Before Pearl 
Harbor there was only one world to U. S. citizens. The 
world, the only world that Americans believed in or cared 
about, was the U. S. The rest of mankind was, in any 


*From Time, April 20, 1942. Copyright, 1942, Time, Inc. 
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American sense, unreal. The American might—and did— 
throng the tourist spots like London and Paris, “Discover” 
Bali or the Dalmatian Coast, but he could never quite 
believe that these outlandish foreign parts could have a 
real connection with his world. 

The Jap lived in the U. S. and worked against it, but 
his image was even mistier than the forms of the white 
men of Europe. Even after he had smashed at Pearl 
Harbor, his true form did not emerge. Americans did not 
yet believe what Pearl Harbor and Wake and Guam told 
them. They did not believe it because these first reverses 
of the war had a newsreel quality of unreality. 

Bataan’s end was different. Here was no blow that 
could be repaired in a navy yard. With Bataan went 
36,000 or more courageous U. S. soldiers—heroes, three 
out of four of whom were sons of the Philippines. They 
had been worn to hollow shadows of men by fifteen days 
of smashing by the finest troops of the Son of Heaven. 
Because the U. S. had been well satisfied with the world 
it lived in, had pinched its boundless flood of pennies and 
sat alone, those U. S. soldiers had stumbled ragged, sleep- 
less, and half-starved through the last days of the most 
humiliating defeat in U. S. history. In no previous battle 
had so many U. S. fighting men gone down before a for- 
eign enemy, and seldom had any beaten U. S. soldiers been 
in such pitiable condition—believing until the last hour of 
destruction that their country could and surely would send 
them aid. 

The U. S. had known the end was near. But it had 
not and could not, beforehand, taste the taste and smell 
the smell of crashing defeat. 
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The end was slow and agonizing and struck home the 
harder because Lieutenant General Jonathan M. Wain- 
wright’s communiqués were terse and professional. For 
fifteen days the Jap struck at Bataan with everything he 
had. Dive-bombers blew great craters in forward positions. 
Artillery roared endlessly day and night; the nervous 
chatter of Jap machine guns rattled until it rasped men’s 
nerves like a file. The Jap even struck again at the hospital, 
scattered the wounded like straws. 

Since the middle of January the men on Bataan had 
gone short of food. In Australia the Army had poured out 
good dollars to hire the adventurers of the South Seas to 
run the Jap blockade with food and ammunition. But 
nearly two out of three of the blockade-runners were lost 
—most of those, it seemed, which carried food. 

Jonathan Wainwright’s soldier’s eye saw that the end 
was near. From the shores of the Bay he withdrew his 
naval forces, sailormen, and Marines of the 4th Regiment 
to Corregidor. He tried to strike one last blow. Against a 
Jap breakthrough on the Manila Bay side of the peninsula 
he threw a corps in desperate counter-attack. It was too 
much. The glassy-eyed soldiers went forward like men in 
a dream, so exhausted that many of them could hardly lift 
their feet, and the Jap mowed them down. The flank 
folded up. 

The men on Corregidor saw only a little of the ghastly 
end. The last, pitifully small ammunition dump on 
Bataan went up in smoke and flame; the three ships at 
the water’s edge were dynamited. Finally, from one of the 
heights on Bataan, a white flag went up. How many of 
the 36,000 died fighting, only the Japs knew. 
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Men still swam the shark-infested stretch from Bataan 
to Corregidor, and in the last few hours boats got across 
with nurses and a few survivors. But the biggest part of 
the battle-trained Philippine Army was gone. From the 
heights the Jap, with artillery already emplaced, began 
slamming away at Corregidor: The soldiers there and the 
few civilians who had fled from Bataan (where 20,000 
had been an added charge on the troops) knew it could 
not be long before they were finished too. No gunners 
had ever been in finer positions than the Jap. From 
Bataan’s heights he could pour fire night and day across 
two miles of water into Corregidor and see where every 
shell fell. 

The survivors of the 9,000 American troops and 27,000 
Filipinos fell into the hands of the Jap—all of them U. S. 
soldiers and U. S. losses. Alongside troops from the main- 
land, Tagalog and Moro and Igorot had fought just as 
bravely, died just as tight-lipped and with just as little 
fuss as their white comrades. It took that fighting and 
those deaths to make the U. S. know that the men from 
the Islands were their brothers and their equals. 

In Australia Manuel Quezon [President of the Philip- 
pines] spoke the stout determination of the Islands, “The 
Filipino people will stand by America and our Allies to 
the bitter end. . . . І am profoundly grateful to the whole 
Army, which thus vindicated the honor and right of the 
Filipino people to become an independent nation.” 

They were all Americans on Bataan. 
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DOWN FLIGHT INTO JUNGLE 
By an R.A.A.F. pilot? 


One day an R.A.A.F. pilot took off from Australia on a 
reconnaissance flight over New Guinea. When, after nine days 
no word had been received from him at his headquarters, he 
was believed lost. The story of that nine days, however, he 
recorded in his diary. 


Wednesday. About 3 р.м. At bottom of dive. Got big 
bump as though all bombs had gone off together. Took 
violent avoiding action and attempted to see results. Gun- 
ner rushed forward and said, "We're afire.” Fire quickly 
got worse. Cabin filled with smoke, and flames obscured 
wing, so I yelled, *Go for your lives." 

Beginning to get toasted. Attempted to open escape 
hatch. Unable to locate crew in smoke. Put on 'chute and 
tried to climb out window. Got stuck and stood on "stick." 
Aircraft dived steeply, so climbed in again and pulled 
nose up. Could not see for smoke, but at last managed to 
get through pilot's window and jumped sideways, shield- 
ing my head from the tailplane. 

Tumbled over and over, but couldn't reach rip cord as 
'chute was right out in front of me, and it was reversed. 
Eventually found rip cord and stopped with a bump. 
Trees rushed up at me. My "Mae West" was choking me 
and my head was forced back so I couldn't see the ground. 
Landed in trees. Realized I was choking, but was unable 

"Used with the permission of The North American Newspaper 
Alliance, 
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to undo jacket. Nearly exhausted when I managed to 
struggle up to a higher bough and ease pressure. 

Heard twigs breaking beneath me, and almost resigned 
to being taken by Japs. Turned out to be a wild pig. 
Lumps on my head, too, so I couldn’t have missed the 
tailplane! Climbed gingerly down. 

Lost lots of skin and landed in dense, dark jungle. 
Heard twigs breaking. Hid behind tree. Another pig. 


Wednesday.—A р.м. Walked on northwest course until 
I became thoroughly confused. Sat down and waited for 
stars, then set off through jungle again. Checking again 
found I had turned northeast. Sat down. Very thirsty. 
Only two matches in box and striker not much good. 
Mosquitoes nearly drove me mad, and wild pigs getting 
on my nerves. By licking leaves kept going until I found 
puddle. Drank cold water which made me feel sick. 
Found track leading west but struck mosquito-infested 
swamp. Climbed bank and lay down. Awake all night 
killing mosquitoes. 


Thursday. Started again at dawn. Followed dry crecks 
toward coast, but time after time got cut off by impene- 
trable sword grass, Climbed back up steep mountains and 
cliffs. Only water cupped in leaves and pockets of fallen 
trees. Made about six attempts to reach sea but always 
blocked. 

Sun got too high to judge direction so sat down and 
rested. Feeling weak from emptiness. Always thirsty. 
Made determined effort to follow small creek of stagnant 
water-holes to sea, irrespective of direction. Heard sea a 
long way off. 
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Reached sea at last. Took off clothes and lay in water. 
Perfect. Walked along beach. Came to wide river. 
Reached native village. They gave me bananas, paw 
paws, and water. Got feverish. Natives frightened to 
help me. 

Set off again. Reached another village, tired and sick. 
Got three tabs of quinine and set off again. No water. 
Got hotter and hotter. Stagger on. 

Find small puddle and drink. Full of pig marks but 
can hardly prevent myself lying down beside it and stay- 
ing there. Reach beach and find Japs are in possession. 
Hurry back into jungle until I can go no further. 


Friday. Reach white man’s hut but no white man in 
it. Hundred yards on find white man in cave. So I meet 
Bill. Bill looked after me all day. Fed me coffee and mar- 
velous soup. We meet Harold and discuss getting out. 
A Hudson comes over and drops flares. Try to signal with 
flash, which is hardly any good. We set out in Harold’s 
Pinnace. Keep sharp lookout for Jap ships. 


Monday. Meet another white man who gives us a 
sumptuous meal and a bath. Life seems grand again. 


Tuesday. Walk a mile to visit another white man. He 
is alone. We talk to him about his schooner and spend 
some time camouflaging it. 


Wednesday. It is now just a week since life seemed so 
desperate, swinging in my ‘chute. We have worked all 
day loading the schooner. Near dusk we begin to move. 
The wind is blowing hard, and the crossing threatens to 
be hazardous. 
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Thursday. The crossing is hazardous. Seas break over 
us. There is a lot of water in the black hole of Calcutta 
we call the engine room. I am black with oil. The pumps 
won’t work and we begin to bail. Water seems to be 
gaining. Weather seems to get worse. 


Friday. Dawn, and there is no sight of land. 


Friday. 1 р.м. Sight land. A pinnace rushed toward 
us. They might be Japs. But no, whacko, I can see Aussie 
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U. S. Navy official photo 


The eye at the periscope plays an important part in 
submarine warfare 


SUBMARINE WARFARE IN THE 
SOUTH PACIFIC 


By a United States Submarine Commander. As told 
to George Weller‘ 


Hunted continually by seaplanes, cruisers, and destroyers of 
the enemy, who knew that they were in the neighborhood, the 
submarine crew pressed home their attack, while their ears 
rang and the sub’s hull shook with heavy depth charges, This 
story of a daring raid by a submarine of the United States 
Navy was told by its commander to Mr. Weller, as they sat 
upon a semitropical beach somewhere in the South Pacific. 


“One night, having been upon the surface charging the 
batteries, my boat was preparing for a morning dive. We 
had been observed before by a Jap plane. Now we saw 
something on the port side. 

“We were staring that way, when suddenly a brilliant 
beam of a searchlight jumped out of the darkness upon 
the starboard, illuminating us blindingly, While our at- 
tention was being drawn one way, another warship had 
crept in without being seen and spotted us. It was well 
planned, the second warship coming from the west, which 
direction was much darker than the dawning east. 

“The searchlight did not have to sweep; it landed 
directly upon us. We dived for all we were worth. When 
we felt slightly less worried, we came up and took a peep. 


1Somewhat condensed and edited. Used by special permission of 
The Chicago Daily News Foreign Service. Copyright, 1942, The 
Chicago Daily News, Inc. 
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“Те was still too dark to see. The next peep we dared 
to take, we saw a destroyer tearing toward us. Down we 
went again. Soon propellers were overhead and depth 
charges began. We received a slight shaking up, but 
nothing comparable to what was coming.” 

As full daylight came, with the sun rising behind the 
clouds, the submarine captain gradually discerned a Jap 
naval force escorting not more than three transports. The 
fleet was almost of flattering proportions and included 
four destroyers, three cruisers, one with a big clipper bow 
and a painted white chrysanthemum as a figurehead. 

The Jap preparations to handle the American sub- 
marine were careful and formidable. A big flagship 
patrolled watchfully in an east-west direction. The de- 
stroyers flashed here and there at a 15-knot pace, hunting 
actively. 

Most significant of all, the three cruiser seaplane cata- 
pults were empty, and two seaplanes could be seen patrol- 
ling both the harbor and the waters around. 

“І went in anyway, upon the big cruiser,” said the 
commander. “The transports were already inside the 
harbor unloading. The breeze gave me good periscope 
protection, and I let go from the forward tubes. Between 
two torpedo releases I saw the Japs running wildly about 
upon the quarterdeck. Then I plunged. More than a 
minute ticked off upon my watch, then came a very heavy 
explosion. 

“It took the Japs less than three minutes to begin depth- 
charging us. It sounded as though hundreds of depth- 
charges were going off. They came much faster than they 
could be counted. How near were they? Well, the depth 
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gauge whipped far around, the engine blowers danced, 
and we got a couple of leaks.” 

Hour after hour, the submarine traveled slowly for- 
ward upon her batteries. Sometimes the charges were 
so heavy that they almost caused the notebook of the 
quartermaster, who was keeping count, to leap from his 
hand. 

The attack had occurred early in the morning. It was 
mid-afternoon before the constant sounds of hunting be- 
gan to grow fainter and the propellers overhead became 
more inaudible. 

After going deep, to gain distance and safety, the sub 
arose again for another peek. A cruiser and a destroyer, 
still hunting her, were less than three miles away. 

The moon was approaching full and all the crew, 
despite the battering, wished to return to the attack. The 
destroyer and the cruiser were tempting targets. But the 
slender hull already reeked of dangerous explosive hydro- 
gen from overuse of the batteries during the day. It was 
time for caution rather than daring. 

The almost irresistible quarry was rejected, and the 
patient labor of recharging continued. There must have 
been a Santa Claus riding the skies that night. Another 
Jap cruiser appeared, circling cautiously, about five miles 
away. 

The submarine had big plans, but only a few torpedoes 
left. After making devious calculations which are neces- 
sary to bring a creeping submarine across the course of a 
galloping cruiser, the sub furtively cut off the big Jap 
` and turned her rear upon him. The stern tubes belched 
torpedoes, 
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“I heard one very violent explosion in less than a 
minute," said the commander. "The other officers claim 
two, and it's sometimes hard to tell another torpedo ex- 
ploding from internal explosion. But I'll string along 
with one. 

"Anyway, I could see his propellers stopped. He was 
coasting. His speed kept falling. We saw he was pouring 
smoke from the stacks, seeming to indicate that things 
were going wrong down below. 

"The next look we took, he had disappeared. We never 
heard his propellers again." 

But submarine crews attacking warships never get the 
same chance to sit back and congratulate themselves, 
afterward, that submarines, hitting merchant ships with- 
out depth charges, enjoy. The stricken cruiser must have 
sent a call for help, for "Sound," suddenly a lookout 
shouted up, "High speed ship approaching from south- 
west," and almost immediately the enemy was overhead. 
But apparently deciding not to slam the barndoor too hard 
after the horse had been stolen, the warships overhead 
made a relatively moderate depth-charge attack. 

Should the submarine now make her escape? Not 
while any tubes in her hull still remained full of “fish.” 

“Again we closed for harbor,” said the commander, 
kicking the sand around our feet. “Soon we saw ship tops 
and right afterward they developed into four destroyers, 
two cruisers, and one seaplane. 

“A cruiser’s plane catapult was already empty, indi- 
cating that they were looking for us. It was a little after 
daybreak. The other cruiser plane took off and began 
hunting for us. The whole gang of them were looking 
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for us under water, on the surface, and overhead. We 
kept watching for our chance. 

“About four o’clock in the afternoon, a cruiser entered 
the harbor and circled around the transports, flying signal 
flags and transmitting visual orders. Then a pair of de- 
stroyers began patrolling an East-West line of the harbor’s 
mouth while the other two took up escort positions upon 
the other side of the cruiser. 

“Sweeping our periscope around, we found ourselves in 
the center of a rectangle of warships. Every last one of 
them was trying to find us. 

“It was like being in the middle of a shooting gallery. 

“Then the big cruiser decided to leave for healthier 
waters. Any warship’s zig-zags are unpredictable, yet the 
whole success of a submarine’s attack depends upon their 
breaking right. 

“The first gave me a moderate angle. Then he took the 
angle away. It looked as though I'd lose him. I said a 
prayer. At precisely the right moment, he turned and 
started a new zig-zag leg. 

“By this time I figured it was probably the same cruiser 
I had aimed at before, and that the explosion must have 
been a fish hitting one of the transports at anchor in the 
cove beyond. When he gave me that third angle, it was 
the answer to my prayer. | 

“I gave him everything that was left in the tubes. The 
distance was less than a mile. At precisely the right mo- 
ment, when expected, came a terrific explosion. Then 
everybody went for us. In a minute by my watch, after 
the explosion, the Japs were dumping all the ashcans upon 
their decks onto our heads. You never heard such a chorus 
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of propellers and depth-charges; it was a regular orchestral 
suite. 

“They sat for hours above us, throwing depth bombs 
in every direction. But God was working for us. At a 
dangerous depth, there came a friendly current sweeping 
us off without the tell-tale use of our motors. Due to our 
sudden dive, our hydrogen content was again dangerously 
high. Everybody was barefoot, carrying buckets and bail- 
ing several inches of water from the bottom of the hull. 
and pouring it into waste tanks. This hand method of 
pumping worked. There were still ships all around, but 
finally they grew fainter, and late into the night, and far 
away from the doomed harbor, we arose and felt the wind 
blow in our faces. Our tubes were empty; our job was 
done; and we were headed for home.” 
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I HAVE A SCORE TO SETTLE 


By Stanley Hope, Pilot Officer, R.A.F. By air mail 
from London* 


They came in on him from all directions. The plane was 
hit. The pilot was injured. The nose of the plane was heading 
toward the sea. This unusual story of an aerial combat was 
written by the pilot in the hospital at the request of the medical 
officer attending him. The medical officer was anxious to know 
as accurately as possible all the details of the combat, particu- 
larly the pilot's thoughts and sensations during it. 


We were on one of the usual offensive sweeps—a daylight 
raid on some works near Lille, and during a widespread 
dog fight over the target I chased a 109 down several 
thousand feet but lost him in a cloud. Pulling up to regain 
my height I found the sky completely empty. 

I hung around for a few minutes feeling like the only 
living thing in space and then started home alone at 
18,000 feet, weaving hard and losing height gradually to 
keep my speed up. 

I had a clear run as far as St. Omer, where two 109F's 
passed 1000 feet above me and slightly to the left, going 
the opposite way. I was then at 13,000 feet. 

I climbed into the sun, intending to beat up these two 
as soon as I could be quite sure they were alone. Instantly 
the trap sprung; 109's came down on me from every 
corner of the sky and in no time I was the center of a 

"Used with the permission of The North American Newspaper 
Alliance. 
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large gaggle, consisting of nine or ten Messerschmitts and 
one Spitfire—mine! 

I didn’t care for the look of things and felt a bit anxious, 
although not actually frightened. I was acutely keyed up 
and highly interested. I hardly ever remember feeling 
frightened once a fight has started, though frequently on 
other occasions. 

I took terrific evasive action and the Huns did a lot of 
inaccurate shooting. The job was hectic, but as the fight 
went on and on, I became greatly encouraged by their 
failure, so far, to hit me. 

I fired a short burst at half deflection at a 109E and 
knocked pieces from his radiator, releasing a stream of 
glycol. Then I saw it was nothing more than glycol. I 
hoped the thing would catch fire or explode. I was very 
angry; I am always angry with the Luftwaffe and pas- 
sionately desire its total extermination. However, the 109 
went spiralling down out of sight, still streaming glycol. 
I think it was under control and probably it was success- 
fully forced landed. 

I then tried to outclimb all the 109’s into the sun in 
order to start attacking from out of it. I have many times 
seen large German formations routed by very few English 
machines, so it seemed worth trying, and there might be 
one or two stooges who would give me a target. 

It didn’t work. Four 109’s which had stayed above me 
all the time saw what I was up to, climbed in the same 
direction, and remained above. There were too many of 
them! 

As my gas was limited and we were still well inside 
France I decided to concentrate on getting home intact, 
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and with continuous and violent evasive action, I moved 
westward to the French coast hoping to meet some 
friendly fighters which I knew were somewhere in that 
direction. I was beginning to tire a little and was cer- 
tainly getting fed up with this tomfoolery, which had now 
gone on for about twenty minutes, and I would greatly 
have welcomed some help or at any rate a few seconds 
breathing space. I felt terribly lonely. 

As we neared the coast just north of Hardelot the 
tactical disposition of the 109’s, which, of course, was 
changing every second, suddenly took on a dangerous 
aspect, and in turning to fox an attack by two of them 
which were coming in from the port side, I gave a mo- 
mentary opening for two more to close in behind me. 
Before I could rectify this a series of loud metallic bangs 
occurred, and large holes, appearing first in the starboard 
wing tip, swept straight inboard to the fuselage. Although 
I could watch each hole appearing individually it all hap- 
pened in a split second. Then there was a deafening bang 
inside the cockpit and something feeling like a steam ham- 
mer hit me on the back of the head and knocked me out. 

I don’t think I entirely lost consciousness, or if I did, 
it was only for a very few seconds; but total darkness 
descended and every ounce of energy left me. I hadn’t 
enough to move my little finger. I felt myself fading 
away as though under an anaesthetic. I was conscious of 
nothing but utter darkness and a pain behind my right 
ear. But a tiny corner of my mind, outside everything 
else, was still functioning, and 1 remember soliloquizing, 
detachedly, in the dark,—"So after all it's happened to 
me too. . . . It's come to you, who have always told your- 
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self there’s some way out of every scrape. But there’s no 
way out of this one, Buddy, because you are quite blind 
and you haven't the strength to move a muscle and you 
are diving down helplessly towards the sea at an enormous 
speed with a lot of 109's on your tail ready to polish you 
off very quickly if you show any signs of revival. So 
there! ... I wish I could have had a word with the chaps, 
just to explain how it happened, instead of simply vanish- 
ing like so many others. . . . And there are such а lot of 
people I'd like to have said goodbye to. . . . And you're a 
clown to be shot down by a Hun anyway. . . . But 
it’s too late for regrets now. . . . It can only be a few 
seconds now. . . . Just one almighty holocaust as we hit 
the sea.... Then... No more of this nightmare flight, 
no more pain at the back of the head; just peace. . . -How 
marvelous! And I haven't got a date tonight anyway, $0 
there isn't that to fuss about." 

I knew the speed was very high. You can tell by a sort 
of hard feeling and the sound of the wind. I was com- 
pletely resigned now, and hardly at all frightened. Re- 
gretful, yes. But I wasn't frightened, for I knew I was so 
nearly unconscious that I wouldn't feel much of the im- 
pact when the airplane hit the sea. 

A few seconds more darkness ticked serenely by. As 
there was nothing I could do I need make no effort. It 
was wonderful to have to make no effort. Except for the 
pain in my head the relaxation was sheer bliss. 

Then consciousness began creeping back. With a major 
effort I pulled the radio lever to "transmit," called out 
my squadron number, and said “Cheerio, Binto, I'm just 
going into the sea.” (Binto was the ground station.) 
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Then I began to notice something. My world of dark- 
ness was no longer black; it was turning red. Very dimly, 
as through ultra dark red glasses I began to make out the 
nose of the Spitfire, pointing straight down towards a 
hazy, dark red sea. 

I thought, "I'm coming round! Now I've got to try 
and fly again.” 

Two seconds later I was fully conscious and mentally 
screaming at myself, “Wake up, you silly clot! Wake up! 
You're not dead yet and the machine may still fly for all 
you know. You may get out of even this scrape if you 
wake up and pull yourself together!” 

With a physical reluctance which I have previously 
known only at the height of a critical illness, I began to 
pull the Spitfire out of the dive, weaving all the time. She 
was mushy and sluggish, so I knew that the elevators had 
been hit. The 109% came down on me like a ton of bricks, 
shooting so prolifically that it was almost funny. The sky 
was full of the vicious little smoke spirals from their guns 
and the streak of tracer shells. I did everything I could to 
upset their aim, and their shooting was wild. 

I held an erratic dive down to 1,000 feet for the sake 
of speed. I had to keep forcing myself to go on flying, 
though the actual control of the aircraft was instinctive 
as long as my hands and feet would consent to function 
at all. 

There was blood all over the place. I am not affected 
by the sight of blood, or not my own anyway, but I knew 
I was losing rather a lot. ; 

The Spitfire was slow because of its injuries, which was 
galling, as a Mark V is normally faster than a 109 at sea 
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